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Abstract 
Writing has been a part of human culture for thousands of years . The historians 
of the past gave their descendants the written word of their culture, telling the stories 
which would otherwise have been lost. These are the roots of nonfiction writing . 
Creative nonfiction writing, however, traces its roots back to Les essais de Michel 
seigneur de Montaigne: The Essays of Michel de Montaigne. Montaigne chose the word 
essai for his writings, which means "to try." Montaigne'::; writing helped him to try to 
understand himself, giving birth to the creative nonfiction memoir. In the spirit of 
Montaigne's writings, this collection of creative nonfiction also aims to create a better 
understanding of myself and weigh my own experiences against my knowledge of the 
world . In doing so, this collection will also explore the boundaries of creative nonfiction, 
often stepping outside genre lines in order to better understand the genre itself. 
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Author's Statement 
The aim of this creative project was to explore the boundaries of creative 
nonfiction as well as my own boundaries in writing. By writing about uncomfortable 
subjects, like my relationship with my sister or my uncle's death, I was able to explore 
my own breakdowns and discover parts of myself I had locked away and not yet dealt 
with emotionally. In writing and thinking about these subjects, specifically the ideas 
within "It's All in Your Head," I found myself changing the way I perceived some 
subjects. In editing, revising, and rewriting this piece, I found myself in tears at the way I 
had, up to that point, viewed the subject I was writing about. I realized I needed to get 
into my own discomfort about the subject of mental health, since I had not yet dealt with 
my family's ignorance of my sister's condition. In discussing these issues, I was able to 
uncover my own revelations regarding mental health and where I now stand on the 
subject. I believe creative nonfiction writing should be able to change the mind of the 
reader on a subject, and when this piece was able to alter my own authorial thought, I 
was thoroughly sure I had crafted a true piece of creative nonfiction. I had broken down 
my own mental barriers. 
This was not my only goal for this collection, however. I also wanted to explore 
the boundaries of creative nonfiction as a genre. By incorporating pictures in "Brat" and 
"This is Not," I skewed the lines of nonfiction with a dor.umentary style not often seen. 
These were very minor alterations to the genre, though . I was able to bend the lines of 
nonfiction more with the combination of the story into a screenplay format in "Cast of 
Characters." This piece incorporates so much stage direction into its writing that it is 
difficult for it to function even on the stage, as portions would be lost on an audience 
viewing just the play itself. "57 Chevy" also breaks out of the nonfiction mold, although 
this is on a much more subtle level. As I was not actually witness to the events of "57 
Chevy," it could be argued that I am not qualified to give this presentation of facts . It is a 
story of family folklore, told and retold from grandparents to grandchildren. It is fact, 
however, and I wanted to show the truly creative side of creative nonfiction. 
The most creative piece though, in my opinion, would be "How to Survive Your 
Mind in a Flood." This piece not only worked with my boundaries in writing, but it also 
disrupted the normal genre lines of creative nonfiction. Until now, with this piece's 
printing, neither my advisor nor I had seen a choose-ycur-own-adventure memoir. I was 
extremely pleased with how it turned out, and in a recent reading of the piece, I found it 
had a very different tone when allowed to be taken out of my hands. I was able to see 
my own work differently, which, in the end, is just another breakdown. 
Overall, I have surprised myself greatly with this collection, and I believe it is the 
culmination of four years worth of thought and introspection. I am glad to have 
experienced it, and I am excited to share this work with you all. 
3 
Breakdown 
Table of Contents 
Thoughts Before Sleep 
... ... .. . ... .. .... .. ...... ....... .... ... ..... .. .. . .. .......... ...... .. . ......... ....... ... .. . ...... .. . . ... .......... 5 
It's All in Your Head 
. . . .. . . ..... ...... .... ... ........ ....... ............ .......... . . ......... ...... .... .. ........ ......... ............. 7 
Cast of Characters 
........ .... . ... .. ... ... . ..... ... . . .. .. .. .. . . ... .. .. ...... .. ...... . .. ...... . ....... .. ..... .... . .......... ...... ... 21 
How to Survive Your Mind in a Flood 
.... ..... ... . . .. ........... ...... .............. . .................... . ..... .. ......... . . .... ............. .. .. . .. .. . 31 
57 Chevy 
.. ............ . ............ .................... .. .... ...... .. . ............ .... ..... .... ........ . . ....... .. .. .. . ... 60 
Brat 
.................................................................................................................. 62 
Full Throttle 
............................................. . .................................................................... 71 
This is Not 
................................................. . . ... ............. . . .. ................................... .. ... 74 
On Waking 
......... . ....... .... . .... ..... .. .......... ... ...... ........... ..... .... .... ..... .. ... ... ........ . ..... ..... ... .. .... ..... ... 84 
4 
Thoughts Before Sleep 
1. I wish I could tear the moments of life apart and stare at them under a microscope. I want 
to be the scientist and understand why some moments Vlork while others crumble into 
disaster. I want to find the fulcrum of our choices and discover what decisions tipped the 
scales for my life. I need to know if it was my choice at all, or, if in some alternate 
universe, we are just the fly whose wings are slowly pulled off, one at a time, separating us 
from our ability to move into the ether. 
2. Sometimes I wonder if my mind is as sound as everyone else's, or if my thoughts are 
simply the effect of a force outside my control. I am curious to see whether the random 
musings (which seem to be connected only by synapses of grey matter and the occasional 
binge on exhausted introspective thought) mean something more or if they're just the 
placating nonsense of a mind allowed to wander. 
3. If I were crazy, or mad, or unhinged, would it make me more of a person? Would I have 
some added depth beyond dry sarcasm and an inability to lie in a game of Bullshit? I 
think there's more to me than that; there must be more than a girl who relishes the sound 
of ancient Greek, reads and writes the sad facts of life, and would not mind living on 
bread alone. 
4. If I could make other decisions, would they really lead me around the world in a hot air 
balloon and make me someone that everyone wanted to know in a past life? What subtle 
nuances of these decisions were the turning points in my life? IfI went back to the 
moments that seemed to matter at the time, would those be the ones to change my life? 
Or would it be the moments where nothing happened and someone else made a choice, 
inflicting me upon the world like so many forgotten ideas? 
5. I realize I ask a lot of questions. While I know that there are answers, and that I might 
discover these secrets in due time, I don't really think I want to know. I would rather 
remain in the mysterious shadows of my head than be disappointed by myself. 
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6. I would rather be disappointed with a group than be disappointed by myself. At least then 
I would know I am not alone. We could rally around our disappointments and make a 
cause, make a difference, make ourselves matter instead of sitting by and watching the 
world turn us towards the sun day after day. We could be the disappointment avengers, 
crusading to rid the world of mediocre dreams and dim visions of the future . 
7. Is it better for me to stand out from the crowd or to fit into it? I suppose it depends on the 
crowd. There are so many qualifiers for the crowd that even one small caveat could make 
it «the wrong crowd." What would the right crowd be like? Would we agree on which 
books deserve to burn and which deserve the shelf of honor? Would we hope for just one 
more episode of our favorite television shows before the marathon starts over? Would 
they welcome me with open arms, no questions asked? 
8. I don't want to belong to the "no questions asked" crowd. I want to ask questions. I want 
questions to be asked of me. I want to prove the world wrong on the points it has proven 
right, choosing absurdity over the way we were taught. 
9. And that's when everything drifts apart, realizing my consciousness is already gone. 
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It's All in Your Head 
I always thought my mind would be the first to go. 
After the breathing, of course. The breathing is gone, has been for seven years now. I still 
remember the first day I announced that I had been diagnosed with asthma, during my ninth 
grade English class. I announced I had asthma, and five minutes later volunteered to act out a 
chase scene in a play we were reading because my costar would be the boy I had a crush on. 
This was stupid. How do you expect someone to take your ailments seriously if you don't 
stick to them? 
I've never broken a bone, never torn a ligament, and all my pains and issues have never 
been longwinded. 
As this one will not be either. 
This one. This one scared me. This one wasn't supposed to happen, not until sixty more 
years had passed and the world had decided I was fit to be a senior member of AARP. 
I slipped. 
Oh, no, I did not slip. I merely say slipped because that's the part I don't remember, and 
that's the part that ended up with me crumpled on the floor of our shower. 
We had enjoyed a nice weekend. A bored Saturday, a Sunday of travel, which was still 
easy. We met my family to discuss my brother's impending divorce at P.F. Chang's, where we 
enjoyed the food but did not discuss the divorce at all. Instead, we laughed and talked awkwardly 
around the niece who didn't recognize me, or her grandmother, or her great-grandparents ... But 
instead threw her arms toward my brother's new girlfriend. 
Dan and I left first, in a hurry to get back home so Dan could get to work on time that 
evening. It didn't matter too much, we were just ready to get away from the tense situation of 
"What will my mother say if I hug this girl, knowing how much she is resented in the present 
company?" 
I hugged her anyway because she hugged me. It was easier than snubbing her. And I 
promised to support my brother, no matter what. 
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We returned home, Dan went to work, I finished homework, and when he came back 
(minimum wage-ly richer than when he left), we shared a bowl of popcorn and watched a movie 
before heading to bed. 
We should've eaten. 
We weren't hungry, but we should've eaten. We've always eaten Chinese food with the 
mindset that we would just be hungry again two hours later. 
Two hours later, Dan was at work and I was trying to overcome my prior 
procrastina tions. 
Food wasn't on our minds. 
So we went to bed without dinner, and, eighteen hours after our last meal, we woke up for 
the next day. 
Dan headed for the shower first, but after I checked my email and grew bored with 
Matlock droning on the television, I headed for the bathroom as well. 
Dan wasn't done, and I didn't care. After a long week of not seeing each other much, I 
wanted more. 
So I commandeered his shower. 
Our shower. Our shower is probably less than three feet by three feet. For two people to 
be in it at a time, touching is mandatory. 
However, as Dan had been there for a bit before me, he also left before I did. I told him as 
he did, though, to hold off on clothing. 
I immediately felt guilty for leading him on as my stomach turned queasy. I really did 
want him. I wanted him to know that. 
But my god if I didn't feel like vomiting right after I said it. And shaky. 
And dizzy. 
I wobbled and braced myself against the sides of the shower, trying to keep from just 
sliding down into the water. I needed to finish. I needed to wash my legs. I needed to rinse. 
I needed to put my head under some cold water for just a second to clear it. I needed to 
just put my head down. 
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I don't know if he was saying my name or if he was asking if I was alright. I just know he 
was trying to get me up off the shower floor. And he turned off the water. And my hair was 
matted against my face, starting to dry in a tangled helmet. The next few minutes involved hand-
squeezes and an inspection of my bottom lip as we tried to see if I had completely bitten through 
it or just almost. Dan brought me a glass of orange juice as I sat on the toilet seat and leaned on 
the sink basin, trying to figure out what had just happened. 
After the initial shock wore off, we blamed it on low blood sugar and joked that the blood 
was flowing south of my brain. I was the one, after all, who had suggested Dan keep his pants off. 
Honestly, I was scared. 
Having never collapsed before, never blacked-out, never passed out without my 
knowledge and consent, this event frightened me. 
We think I'm fine. We think it was just low blood sugar. We haven't been to a doctor to 
find out. We don't want anyone to worry. We don't want to burden anyone. 
That night I apologized to Dan for scaring him. 
I don't want to be a burden. 
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Then why am I so intent on having something wrong with me? 
I'm sitting in a dim bar with people I barely know at 2:30 in the afternoon. We don't 
really have connecting thoughts, other than the lingering wisps of discussion around our 
previous activity. We called it research, when really we all just walked around a street fair in an 
old neighborhood. We came to the bar because it was close. Because it was open. Because we 
could talk and everyone could be comfortable. Everyone could be comfortable. Dan and I are not 
comfortable. Jake and Joe sit across from me, Leigh to my side. The three of them are engrossed 
in conversation. Dan and I handle the corner like pros. We know where we are and who our 
backs are to. Austin has left already, a baby at home to welcome him with filled diaper and loving 
soul. Dr. Donnelly has left as well; she was ready to actually start her day. Jake is recovering from 
a rough night. When asked ifhe was hungover, he said no. 
No, really, it's okay. You know we don't care if you get drunk. 
Oh, trust me, I would tell you if! was hungover. Just a combination of things that made 
me sick, didn't react well together. 
Dan and I both know he was mixing antidepressants, alcohol, marijuana, and possibly 
some cocaine in his midnight cocktail. We watched from twelve-hour-Iater eyes and saw the 
flashes of illegality in his non-hungover-state. We weren't even there, but it's obvious. He doesn't 
want to really hide it. 
He's proud of himself, and he's proud that everyone else knows. 
As if it were a natural segue, the conversation immediately turns to which drug movie is 
better, ReqUiem for a Dream or Trainspotting. They talk directo!'s and film school technique, 
while Dan and I remain quiet and listen for something that might pertain to us, so we don't feel 
like the unnecessary training wheels on a tricycle. 
Now they're comparing their antidepressants. Antipsychotics. Antinormal feelings. How 
when Joe was a kid he would sit in the backseat of his parents' car and imagine himself running 
alongside the speeding vehicle, dodging obstacles and hurdling barriers. Jake agrees, that he 
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thinks it must be a prerequisite to nervous anxiety disorders . Joe regales us with stories of how 
his brother was just like him, only on the other side of the car. Squealing "KICK" whenever they 
passed an obstacle, imagining his own foot smacking the shnpnel of interstate traffic. Leigh nods 
along, agreeing. 
Dan and I are left out. We were boring children. We were normal children. 
We suddenly feel like "normal" is a dirty word. 
They compare the effects of their anti-anxiety medication. How one lowers blood-
pressure. How one makes you shaky. How one just makes you numb. How you know you should 
be feeling something but some doctor somewhere decided that feeling wasn't necessary, as long 
as you could function. 
Someone asks if we wan t a beer. We decline, the voices in the back of our minds saying, 
"It is seriously 2:30 in the afternoon. I don't give a rat's ass if it's five o'clock somewhere, it's 2:30 
in the afternoon here." 
We are much more polite than the voices in our head. The nonexistent voices. The voices 
that are okay, because they're really just our consciences. 
Dan and I are the only people at the table who do not have a mind-altering substance in 
our bodies. I keep asking myself, WHY ARE WE HERE. 
This is the first time I have felt uncomfortable around people with prescriptions. 
I surround myself with the mentally unstable: Family, friends, significant others, each 
group involving someone whose mental functions are impaired by depression, schizophrenia, 
bipolarity, etc. People whose minds have been the first to go. 
When I was in middle school, probably seventh or eighth grade, I joked with my friends 
that we were all crazy. Since we weren't like the popular crowd of sports enthusiasts or the 
unpopular crowd of computer connoisseurs, we fdt the need to carve away a piece of culture just 
for us. We needed something to define us, besides just being the in-between. We overlooked the 
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negative side effects of being crazy and acted out however we saw fit. We didn't really break rules, 
or actually cause concern in any intervention-necessary manner, but simply said we were off-
our-rockers and acted the way we wanted to. 
rt was the only way to explain how we could be so not cool and not un-cool at the same 
time. 
One Halloween we went trick-or-treating with no real aim in mind other than we were 
bored. Halloween wasn't about the whimsy of the night anymore, we just didn't have anything 
better to do than satisfy our sweet tooth. With no pumpkin-head pails to carry our loot, we 
raided a friend's closet for bags. I chose a bag advertising Prozac, while my friends chose more 
commercial ideas, such as Wet Seal or Old Navy. We were relatively costumeless as well, 
donning only a cape or a tattered dress over our jeans and t-shirts. I traveled around with my 
friends, casually chatting into the night as we ambled from door to door collecting candy. At 
every door, I would hold out my bag between my friends ' and watch the sweets tumble into the 
plastic. At every door, it was inevitable: Smarties. Each time I saw the tiny round candies' tubes 
fall into my bag, I would shake the bag slightly and twitch, rr:uttering, "Pills. Pills, pills, need 
them, want them. Pills. PILLS," or some other nonsense along the same lines. I would turn away 
with my bag, muttering the entire time, not stopping to see the reaction or my friends' 
explanations as I ran off into the street. 
I was a crazy person for Halloween that year. The next year I turned a white jacket inside-
out and tied it around myself, proclaiming it a straight-jacket. I pulled my hair into a haphazard 
ponytail on the side of my head. 
I only did it to get into a Halloween party at the school for free. IfI didn't have a costume, 
I would've had to pay a dollar. My friends joked, even after I r.ad donned the jacket and ponytail, 
that I would still need to pay. This was normal. Crazy was normal. 
Our group of crazy extended beyond ourselves and into our relationships. My friends 
lived vicariously through me, the only girl in the group with a steady boyfriend. I didn't find it 
necessary to detail every moment of my love life, and my friends didn't want to hear them. It was 
contentment enough to know that one of us was getting some kind oflove other than familial. 
I hate to say "those days," but back in "those good 01' days," which I don't like to admit 
were as good as they probably were, the mental issues were a bonding point. We were connected 
by our defects, at least the perceived ones. 
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The boyfriend at the time was Will. He also found a fascination with the mentally 
disturbed. I always assumed this was connected with the fact that his parents raised him listening 
to Nirvana. While fine for teenagers and older, I think Nirvana's "Rape Me" and "Territorial 
Pissings" are not the best lullabies for three-year-olds to grow up on. It made him obsessed with 
Kurt Cobain. 
Kurt Cobain's autographed guitar is on display at the Hard Rock Hotel in Las Vegas. 
There might be more memorabilia scattered around the country, but this is the only piece I've 
seen up close. On a family vacation, I stepped up to the glass di~play case and stared at the 
autograph on the guitar. 
It looked exactly like Will's handwriting. Every stroke, even the line weight... It was a 
complete match. This trip happened to be while we were dating, so when my family returned 
home I hurried to tell him that his handwriting was just like his idol's. 
Note: an idol and/or role model for a young teenager usually should NOT be someone 
who killed themselves in their twenties. 
Cobain was a perfectly good role model for the "not-selling-out, higher-morals/values" 
reasons, sure. But Will was more into the "dead before old" reason. He wanted his mind to be the 
only part of him to go. He would take the rest himself. 
1'd like to think that Will grew out of his obsession, but I really doubt it. The last 
Facebook picture I saw of him featured a general aversion to both haircuts and showers, more 
commonly known as "modern grunge." He was adopting this look as we were dating, but it 
hadn't extended beyond long sideburns until after we parted ways. 
I don 't know how I would feel if Will decided to follow in Cobain's footsteps and become 
best friends with a gun in the future. I think happy would be inappropriate, and sad would just be 
hanging on to old memories that weren't even that good in the first place. Eventually, when Will 
does decide to follow in Cobain's footsteps, I'll have to settle for a shoulder shrug and one or two 
fleeting thoughts. 
I find it odd that I thought of "when" Will would kill himself instead of "if' Will would 
kill himself. I only considered "if' when I looked back at the words, but "if' just didn't seem 
right. I don't think it would be for a cause, either, but I imagine he would kill himself just because 
he felt like it was the interesting thing to do. 
While we dated and my circle of friends feigned craziness, Will, during our nightly phone 
conversations, would discuss his attempts at being crazy. He told me that a blue bunny had 
13 
appeared to him, living inside his subwoofer. I indulged in his fantasy, commenting on what the 
blue bunny had done today, never questioning why Will thought he needed to craft this 
hallucination. I doubt it was a way to impress me with his fractured psyche or even his creative 
mind. 
I think he created the blue bunny to fill the gaps of silence inevitable in the conversation 
of middle school romance. 
Near the end of our relationship, he told me that he never saw the blue bunny. It was all 
just talk, nothing serious. What, did I believe him? Did I think he was crazy? 
A girl can dream. 
Our relationship was soon over because I wanted it to end. I wanted to see other people. I 
did not leave him because he wasn't crazy enough for me. 
That wasn't on my mind. I didn't focus on that as much as it might sound like it. 
I was heavily involved in the drama club and theater department in high school, which 
drastically changed the circles of friends I chose. 
There were probably more antidepressants in the systems of the drama kids than I 
realized. How could they be happy in a world where only a few elite people received all the glory 
offered by the stage? We craved attention. We wanted so much to be noticed. We wanted to be 
special. I wanted to be special. The talent I had seen, the beauty, the charisma, the skill--it all 
seemed to come on the heels of having a disorder. I wanted that disorder. 
I saw talent coming from mental instability instead of just raw skill. There was no 
difference between the leading lady and my walk-on role, no difference except the fact that she 
took antidepressants. Except for her anxiety attacks. 
I saw that as the key. I saw that as the space between my bit part and someone catering to 
my every whim because I was the star. 
I felt like I mattered less because I was normal. Because no one would really come to ask 
how I was doing with genuine concern in their voices. 
The only people who asked how I was doing with genuine concern were my family. They 
cared, even though they had issues of their own. They wanted me to be okay in all the realms of 
life, even if they weren't. 
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I discovered the issues with my parents the Easter before I was married. My last Easter at 
home. 
My mother and I had been sitting together, just idly chatting about school and home. It 
was Easter weekend, but that wasn't the reason I was there. Dan and I came home because I 
wanted to spend time with my mom. We were there not even a month before for Spring Break, 
but she worked every day except for the two short Sundays. It was mail count, and the supervisor 
Becky was, as she said, a real bitch. Mom worked on her day off because if a sub worked, they'd 
screw everything up, and Becky would most likely be riding her ass for the rest of the week. 
This was when my mom took the job as a Union Steward for the post office. She handled 
grievances, stood up for workers' rights, and called out the supervisors when they were assholes. 
My dad and I would look at each other when she was on the phone late at night with Marti and 
Lora, telling them that she would handle their problems and everything would be okay. There 
was an understanding that passed between us in these looks, something that said, "And can you 
believe she used to complain about you bringing your work home?" 
She looked over at me after a pause in the conversation and started telling a story. She 
tells stories all the time-everything mundane is beautiful if she can tell it. But there was purpose 
in her voice, and she wasn't trying to hide that there was a motive behind this story. 
"Did you know you left your door open when you went back last time?" 
I shook my head, No, and then looked at her to continue. She told me that Moe got into 
my room and ripped up a trash bag. 
Oh. I knew where this was going. I looked down and smiled, understanding what was 
coming next. She saw the grin and everything was oddly okay. Neither one of us had to say that 
she knew I was haVing sex, because it's obvious that Moe pulled a condom out of the trash. 
Instead, she said that she wished I hadn't lied about it, and that condoms aren't always reliable. I 
told her I'm going to get on birth control as soon as I can get in and make an appointment 
somewhere. While somewhat placating, there was still an odd silence that came between us. 
After we've talked some more about different things-family, the wedding, Dad-she 
walked into the kitchen to get something to drink or eat, or maybe she was just checking 
something hanging on the refrigerator. I followed her, even though I could see her perfectly from 
my position on the couch. When I stepped around the island, cluttered with papers and old 
knick-knacks, she looked at me. 
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It didn't register that she was trying to open a pill bottle until after she said, "You don't 
need to mention this to Dan or anybody outside of the family, okay?" And she proceeded to tell 
me that she's been put on antidepressants, but hers are short-term, not like Dad's. After about 
seven months of them, she'll go back into the doctor to see if she still needs them. Not like Dad. 
No, Dad will probably always need something to elevate his mood. Something to make him feel 
okay. Something to make it alright to get out of bed in the morning. Because the house is never 
clean enough, the kids are too far away, and the guys at work are dumbasses most of the time. I 
gave my mom a hug and told her that it was okay. I said something about how it was alright that 
both of my parents were messed up, they were still my parents and I loved them. What I really 
wanted to say was that they were both fucked up and I was glad that they were, because I didn't 
want to be a part of a family that was happy. But I didn't say fucked up, I said messed up, and I 
left it at that, even though the words were on the tip of my tongue. In my head, everything would 
just turn south as soon as I swore in front of her, especially the big F word. I was already 
balancing on nothing in her eyes, in my mind. And then I pulled out of the hug and held her face, 
looking seriously at her. 
"It's because of the sex, isn't it?" 
She grinned. 
"You're depressed because I'm haVing sex! Oh, what have I done to my poor mother?" 
The drama prompted her to tell me why she was really on the meds. It wasn't the sex, no; 
it was the same thing as always. Work. Work at home. Work from home. Work following her 
home. Work causing a mental breakdown one day after I went back to school. It was Dad that 
suggested she go into the doctor; see if there was <mything they could do. She took a day off on 
the Tuesday after I left and went in, answered some questions, and was diagnosed with mild 
depression. She started telling me how her depression works, and as she was talking all I could 
see is that commercial with the bouncing ball-man. The way she described everything about her 
problem, it's like it came directly from the script of the commercial. I think I stopped listening 
halfway through. Not because I didn't care, but I knew how it worked. How many times had I 
seen that commercial? One thing in the brain produces some chemical, another thing in the 
brain is supposed to accept that chemical and it doesn't, because something is blocking it. 
Something is wrong. 
How could something be wrong with my parents? 
Could my mother be a happy bouncing ball-person again? 
Was she ever? 
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When we left to come back to Muncie at the end of that weekend, I put it out of my mind. 
I couldn't focus on problems other than my own. 
At this point, I still hadn't realized how immersed I was in people with personality 
disorders. 
I don't remember being surprised when Dan told me that his mother and sister were 
bipolar, or that schizophrenia ran in his family. I accepted it and moved on. It didn't define them. 
I had already met these people and made up my mind about them, that I would love them as long 
as I loved Dan. 
I don't know if my views of them would be different had either of them endured a bipolar 
episode or schizophrenic break. 
I am afraid to find out if my views of them would change. 
I am afraid to find out if I would think of them differently. 
I am afraid to find out if I would treat them differently. 
I am afraid to know that I would treat them like my sister. 
My family and I had never acknowledged the fact that my sister was depressed, possibly 
with a hint of bipolarity. I suspected it, as I'm sure the rest of my family did as well. 
But we never did anything about it. We never sent her to therapy; we never found a 
medication to make her feel okay. 
We just said that she was "volatile." We just said that she "had an attitude." 
We never acknowledged, no matter how many times she told us, how much she wanted 
to die. 
We told ourselves that it was normal for a teenage girl to not want to get up in the 
morning after her boyfriend broke up with her. 
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We told this to ourselves for days. For weeks. For months. 
We told ourselves that she was the middle child, and that she would grow out of it. 
We knew there was something wrong, and we ignored it. We tread carefully around her. 
We tried not to upset her. We didn't do anything to fix the problem. 
It was only after my sister moved out of state that she was able to get the help she needed. 
She was able to go to therapy. She was able to become medicated. 
She was able to feel okay. 
Her mind was no longer the first to go. 
For the first time since I was born, I was able to coexist with my sister. We were able to be 
two individuals who communicated in some kind of civil manner. We became sisters after she 
went into therapy. 
I have accepted the idea that my sister needs therapy. 
My mother still struggles with this notion, unwilling ;)r unable to believe that her oldest 
daughter could have something wrong with her. 
I want to tell my mother that it's not her fault. I want her to understand that it is okay for 
my sister to need therapy. To need antidepressants. To need anti-anxiety medication. 
That she also reminds me of the bouncing ball man, and that the chemicals are the 
problem. She is not the problem. The chemicals are the problem. The chemicals are the problem. 
The chemicals have to be the problem. 
I found myself yearning to have the chemical as the problem. I wanted to understand 
what it was like to have a voice in my head, something I couHn't control, a sadness so deep it 
18 
would carve another dimension into my soul. I wanted to become my disorder and have 
someone believe that it was the reason behind my skill. 
I wanted to hurt. 
I want someone to ask me why. 
I want someone to tell me that I don't want this . 
That I don't want to be defective. 
I want to feel the need to apologize for wanting it. 
I want to say that I'm sorry I ever thought the reason you couldn't get out of bed in the 
morning was worth having. 
I find myself a product of my generation, a follower in the crowd of people jumping on 
the antidepressant bandwagon. I find I have been carried along all this way to see that this is not 
the cause for any incredible talent. Instead, the talent has come first, much like the humanity I 
discovered before I discovered the disorder. 
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I want to get off the bandwagon. I need to clear my head of the reverberations that I must 
have something wrong with me. 
I want to apologize to my sister. 
I wish I had been able to acknowledge the issues she presented. 
I am sorry that we cannot exist unless we are a country apart, the distance medicating us 
and bandaging the years of untreated mental anguish. 
I am sorry I ever wanted this. 
I hope my mind is the last to go. May every other ailment be profound and world-
wearying, but please let my mind be last. Let my mind go after my body. 
After my heart. 
After my life. 
After I become the precursor to dust. 
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Cast of Characters 
Dramatis Personae 
CAT, a high school senior 
DAN, her fiance' 
COOKIE, a shore friend 
JESSE, her3 ex-boyfriend 
ALLISON, his new girlfriend 
CHRIS, Jesse's mom 
TOWNSPEOPLE 
I. Cat and Dan have he<'n dating for a few years now, and Dan proposed to her during his senior year talent show the month prior to 
these events. They are hoth under orders from Cat's father that the wedding wi ll not he taking place until they are finish ed with 
college. Th ey will see no reason to delay, however, aner their second year of college and their plans to move in together anyway are 
revealed. Ca t's dad will be okay with this development. 
2. Cookie is not short-tempered; she is just actually short in stature. She stand s 4' , J" and refers to herse lf not as short but "fun-sized ." 
3. Jesse is the ex-boyfriend of both Cookie and Cat. Being memhers of the theakr department, they don 't tend to get out much , and 
therefore someone will eventually get their best friend's ex-boyfriend as thei r current hoyfriend , only to be spurned and still try to 
figure out how all three can still he frie nds, which can get very confusing. 
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Act I, Scene I 
[Enter CAT, DAN, and TOWNSPEOPLE. TOWNSPEOPLE mill about AIMLESSLY.] 
4 DAN: Hey dorkbutt . How was school? 
CA T: Alright. Same as usual. How was your audition? 
DAN: Well, I got the part I wanted. 
CA T: You're John Proctors? Dan, I'm so proud of you! That's great! So who all got what? 
DAN: Well, Syd got Elizabeth6-
CAT: That's good, she seems like a good actress. 
DAN: and Allison got Abigaif 
[CAT is silent for a moment, then--] 
CAT: That's fitting. Who says directors shouldn't typecast? 
DAN: (laughing] Yeah. I'm just glad she's not Elizabeth. 
CAT: I don't think I could handle that one. 
I.l: Cat and Dan discuss the recent event of auditions for The Cruc ible, in which Dan received the lead role. 
4. dorkbutt : a term of endearment, a pet name, much like "sweetheart" or ·'sugarlip.;." 
(Exeunt] 
5. John Proctor, the lead role of Arthur Miller's The Crucible , is an honest and righteous man. He and his wife are accused of witchcraft 
after thei r former maid, upset that John will not leave his wife for her, accuses them of being cohorts with the Devil. John is later 
hanged because he will not say that he practices witchcraft, as he does not want to be damned for lying. 
6. Elizabeth Proctor is John Proctor's wife, also accused of witchcraft. She is not hanged because she is found to be pregnant. She 
therefore receives a reprieve from death, at least until th e baby is born. The Crucible ends before the baby's birth, so we do not actua ll y 
know what happened to Elizabeth. 
7. Abigail is the former maid of the Proctors and former seductress of John . She fdsely accuses the Proctors of witchcraft when John 
refuses to leave his wife for Abigail. The townspeople of Miller's play believe Abigail more readily than they believe the Proctors. It has 
been argued that this is due to the fac t that the Proctors do not attend church as often as some would like. 
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A ct I, Scene II 
[Enter COOKIE on STAGE LEFT, CAT on STAGE RIGHT. BOTH sit,facing away from each 
other on the far sides of the stage. BOTH pull out phones and begin texting.] 
COOKIE: Hey chica! 
CAT: Hey, what's up? 
COOKIE: Not much. You? 
CAT: Not much. Dan got his audition. 
COOKIE: Oh really? What are they doing? 
CAT: Crucible. He's John Proctor. 
COOKIE: Awesome! Tell him I say Congrats! 
CAT: Will do. 
COOKIE: So I saw Jesse today. 
CAT: Ruh Rohs. 
COOKIE: Yeah, and he was with her. 
CA T: I'm sorry, babe. Just ignore her. 
COOKIE: I'm trying ... 
CAT: You want to hang out? Maybe grab coffee and talk? 
COOKIE: Nah, I'm ok. Plus Mom's starting dinner and wants my help. 
CAT: Ok. 
[BOTH pocket phones and Exeunt.] 
1.2: Cat and Cookie tex t, informing each other of recent events. Cat tells Cookie ahout Dan's audition, and Cookie tell s Cat that she 
saw Jesse with Allison. Cookie is still not over her relationship with Jesse. 
S. Ruh Roh: An exclamation of worry, "uh oh" as spoken in the style ofScoohy Dno, " ca rtoon dog popular throughout the 20th century. 
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Act I, Scene III 
[En ter CAT, COOKIE DOWNSTAGE RIGHT. Enter JESSE UPSTAGE CENTER. Enter 
TOWNSPEOPLE. TOWNSPEOPLE mill about 
AIMLESSL Y.] 
COOKIE: Hey, can you watch my stuff? I need to try to talk to him. 
CAT: Ok. 
[CAT sits and opens bag, retrieves book, and reads while COOKIE walks UPSTAGE CENTER to 
JESSE.] 
COOKIE: Can we talk? 
JESSE: What? 
COO KIE: Why her? 
JESSE: God, not this again . Why do you care? 
COOKIE: [scoffs] Oh, I don't know. Maybe two years of a relationship made me care? Maybe I 
still love you and you know that? 
JESSE: It's high school, Cookie. Get over i{ 
[JESSE begins to walk DOWNSTAGE LEFT, but COOKIE grabs his arm.] 
JESSE: Let go. Just leave me alone. 
COOKIE: Why are you doing this to me? 
JESSE: I'm not doing it. You are. 
COOKIE: Oh, right. I'm the one who decided to dump me and fuck a whore. 
[TOWNSPEOPLE freeze midmotion. JESSE turns sharply and slaps COOKIE, knocking her to her 
knees.] 
[JESSE exits.] 
[TOWNSPEOPLE resume milling about AIMLESSLY. CAT drops her book and rushes to 
COOKIE.] 
CAT: What the hell happened? Are you alright? 
[COOKIE looks away.CAT wraps her arms around COOKIE and they rock back and forth.] 
[FADE to BLACK.] 
1.3: Cookie allempts to confront Jesse regarding their recent breaku p and his decision to begin daling Allison. When Cookie tries 10 
stop Jesse from leaving before the conversa lion is finished, Jesse hits her. 
9. Jesse is nOI the type of person to commit 10 a relationship. He claims to have heard and agreed wilh a qu ote supposedly stated by 
Angelina Jolie, that she wants to "taste everyone in the world." 
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I N T E R MIS S I 0 NIO 
Ladies and Gentleman, the Director would like to inform you of a change in the cast. The part 
of Jesse will now be played by Skinny Asshole II • 
Act II, Scene I 
[Enter DAN, ALLISON, SKINNY ASSHOLE, and TOWNSPEOPLE in costume. TOWNSPEOPLE 
mill about REHEARSING AIMLESSLy] 
DAN: Oh, hey Jesse, what're you doing here? 
SKINNY ASSHOLE: Uh, that one guy, the one playing Reverend Parrisll ... Yeah, he dropped 
out. 
ALLISON: [cheerily] And I suggested Jesse! 
DAN: That was ... thoughtful, I guess. What about the other guys around here? 
SKINNY ASSHOLE: Well, Allison told me you guys had a shortage of male talent, especially 
since you've got a girl playing Judge Danforth. 
DAN: Yeah, that's true. Guess I'll see you on stage. 
[DAN moves DOWNSTAGE LEFT. DAN pulls out phone, DIALS.] 
[Enter CAT DOWNSTAGE RIGHT. CAT pulls out phone, ANSWERS.] 
CAT: Hello? 
DAN: Hey. I've got some ... kinda weird news. 
CAT: What's up? 
DAN: Uh, Jesse's here. He's apparently in the play, now. 
CAT: What? Why would he be in the play? 
DAN: Parris dropped out. We don't have any more guys. 
CAT: He's not even that good 12 ... 
10. Intermission is optional at this point, as this is not really even the halfway point. Actors should refer to their individual directors for 
guidance. 
I!. Ideally, the Director or someone on an Intercom should make this announcement to the audience. If the Director chooses to make this 
announcement, a suggestion is made that the Director should come UPSTAGE CENTER and address the audience directly. 
2.1: During a rehearsal of The Crucible, Dan discovers that Jesse/Skinny Asshole has replaced one of the previous actors. This is 
unorthodox, however, as Dan and jesse/Skinny Asshole do not attend the same school. and therefore Jesse/Skinny Asshole should 
technically not be involved . Due to her over· involvement in theater and her pa' 2nt 's over-involvement in funding theater, Allison's 
suggestion to put Jesse/Skinny Asshole in the part overrides this technicality. 
12. Jesse has been cast in leading roles for many of his own high school plays. It should be noted, however, that his parents are responsible 
for much of the funding of the theater department. 
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DAN: I know it, but we needed somebody, and Allison was pretty quick to suggest him. 
CAT: Of course ... 
DAN: Alright, well I just wanted to let you know. Rehearsal' ::: about to start, I've got to go. I love 
you. 
CA T: I love you too. 
[BOTH hang up. CAT exits. DAN rejoins group UPSTAGE CENTER.] 
[FADE to BLACK.] 
Act II, Scene II 
[Enter CA T, COOKIE, and ALLISON. CAT sits at a computer DOWNSTAGE LEFT. COOKIE sits 
at a computer DOWNSTAGE RIGHT. 
ALLISON sits at a computer UPSTAGE CENTER.] 
COOKIE: I guess they broke up. 
CA T: Seriously? Why? 
COOKIE: Why else? He was lying. 
CA T: Are you talking to her right now? 
COOKIE: Yeah. She was actually just asking why we hated her so much. I told her my end, but 
she still wants to know yours. 
CA T: Tell her because she's a slut. Because she was hitting on Dan when she knew he was in a 
committed relationship with me 13. 
COOKIE: Whoa. Don't think I knew that one. Mind if I start a chatroom? 
CA T: Fine. But I'm not promising I'll be nice. You may be getting along l4 with her now, but for 
all I care she's still a skank. 
COOKIE: Okay. We should all be able to talk now. 
ALLISON: I had no idea that happened, Cat. I'm just a flirtatious person, I didn't mean anything 
by it. 
CA T: Fine. Whatever. 
2.2: Allison and Jesse have ended their relationship, and Cat and Cookie are talking to her about it online. Allison tells Cat and Cookie 
that Jesse tried to brutally rape her, and Cat believes that this information sholdd be reported to au thorities. 
13. In an incident prior to these events, Allison and Dan were in a few other plays toge ther. During a rehearsal of Gretlse, Allison threw her 
leg around Dan's waist, against the instructions of her director. In earlie r rehearsals for The Crucible, AJlison 's character is supposed to 
grab Dan's character around thc should ers, but this is just to keep him from leaving. There are no sexual undertones at th is point, but 
Allison fel t the need to drag her nails along Dan's shoulders, thus making him uncomfortable. 
t4 . Cookie is getti ng along fin e with Allison due to their mutual dislike of Jesse/Skinny Asshole. 
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ALLISON: Really, I don't want you guys to hate me. I get it that you were both jealous and 
everything, but you should really be past all that. 
COOKIE: What? 
CAT: What the hell are you talking about? 
ALLISON: Jesse told me that the reason you guys were pissed off was that you were both still 
hung up on him. 
CA T: What. The. Fuck. 
COOKIE: That is messed up. 
CA T: You realize I haven't been in a relationship with Jesse for three years now? Why the hell 
would I want to be with him? 
ALLISON: I'm sorry. I should've known it was a lie. That's all he ever did, besides ... 
COOKIE: Besides what? 
ALLISON: I really shouldn't .. . I mean, what if he heard? 
COOKIE: What happened? 
ALLISON: He did things ... 
CAT: What? 
ALLISON: He forced himself on me and told me that he wanted to rape me with a knife. 
COOKIE: Oh my God. 
CAT: What? 
ALLISON: Yeah. 
15 CAT: Have you talked to anyone ? 
ALLISON: No, only you guys. 
CA T: You should get on that safe schoolline l6. Tell somebody. Get his ass thrown in jail or at 
least out of school. 
COOKIE: Yeah. He's sick. You need to call it. 
ALLISON: I can't. I just can't. 
CAT: There's a website, too . You could do that. It's totally anonymous. 
ALLISON: No, I really can't. 
CA T: Fine. I'm filling it out. 
15. Cat is now gelling along with Allison due to Cookie's ambivalence, her belief thJt jesse's/Skinny Asshole 's ego really is that 
disturbingly huge, and her concern for the well-being of others . 
16. safe school line: a phone number and website where students can anonymously report unsafe activity without the threat of the tip 
bdng traced back to them. 
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ALLISON: No, don't. 
CA T: Somebody has to do something. He's messed up, and who knows what could happen. 
[FADE to BLACK.] 
Act II, Scene III 
[LIGHTS UP on CAT in bed, UPSTAGE LEFT. Enter CHRIS on the phone, DOWNSTAGE 
RIGHT. CA T'S phone rings, CAT answers.] 
CAT: Hello? 
CHRIS: Cat? It's Chris Vetters. Jesse's mom. 
CAT: Hello? 
CHRIS: Cat, I know that you contacted the hotline. I called Allison. I called Cookie. You're the 
only one that's left, and I want you to know that the police h:we been here questioning Jesse. 
They're planning to cancel the play if you keep this up, and I know you wouldn't want to do that. 
So unless you come forward and tell them that nothing's wrong, they're going to cancel Dan's 
play. 
CA T: What? Allison said-
CHRIS: Allison is a liar. You know that. She's been lying to everyone this whole time. 
CAT: Why were you trying to figure out who called the hotline? You're a teacher, you know it's 
supposed to be anonymous and secure. 
CHRIS: And the subject of that tip is my son. I don't care about the hotline 17. 
CA T: I need to think about it. 
CHRIS: Fine. 
[CHRIS hangs up, and exits. CA T sits still for a moment, then DIALS.] 
[Enter DAN, DOWNSTAGE CENTER. DAN picks up his phone and ANSWERS.] 
DAN: Hello? 
CAT: [crying] Dan, Jesse's mom just called me. They're saying they're going to cancel the play 
unless I come forward and tell them what I put on the hotline is a lie. 
DAN: What? 
2.3: Early the next morning, Chris (Jesse's/Skinny Asshole's Mom) calls Cat anu tells her that the tip line's anonymity has failed. Chris 
knows that Cat reporteu Jesse, and threatens that if Cat doesn ' t come forward, Dan's play will be canceled. Cat does not want to ruin 
his play, so she calls Dan to tell him the new developments. 
17. It is the opinion of the screenwriter that Chris should have been fired from her job for Ihis shift in priorities, as they are obviously not 
in the best interests of the students. 
28 
CAT: They're going to cancel your play ... I don't know what to do. 
DAN: They're not going to cancel the play. It'll be okay, they can't do anything to make you 
come forward. 
CAT: Dan, Allison lied. 
DAN: She did? 
CA T: Yeah. She set us up. 
DAN: I'm sorry sweetheart. Just relax. Try to get some sleep, it's still really early. 
CAT: Okay. I love you. 
DAN: I love you too. 
[Exeunt.] 
Ladies and Gentlemen, the director would like to inform you of a second cast change. The 
part of Allison will now be played by "Scheming Bitch." 
Act III, Scene I 
[Enter CAT, COOKIE.] 
COOKIE: So what happened? 
CA T: I called the principal, told him that I needed a meeting. My mom and I went in and so did 
Jesse and his parents. The principal was pissed that they decided anonymity didn't matter and 
came after me. I think we're all agreed that Allison is the one that caused it all. 
COOKIE: I can't believe they did that. Are you going to be able to go to the play? 
CA T: Yeah, the principal told me that he'd even escort me so there wouldn't be any problems. 
COOKIE: That's good, sweetie. I'm glad you can see Dan do his thing. 
CAT: Me too. 
[Exeunt.] 
3.1: Cat and Cookie discuss recent events, in wh ich Cat and her mother have met with her school principal, Jesse/Skinny Asshole, as 
well as Jesse's/Skinny Asshole's parents. Throughout these events, the principal of Dan and Allison's school has forbidden Cat, Cookie, 
and a few other students (who were not involved) from entering the premises of sa id school. Cat 's principal has sided with her, 
however, and is not going to let this irrationality prevent Cat from attending Dan 's play. He has offered to personally escort her to the 
play. Cat and Jesse/Skinny Asshole are not on speaking terms, even after their meeting. Cat has considered a restraining order against 
Chris. 
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Act III, Scene II 
[Enter DAN, SCHEMING BITCH, SKINNY ASSHOLE, and TOWNSPEOPLE on stage. Enter 
CA T in audience. CA T sits and watches. DAN moves to CENTER STA GE. SKINNY ASSHOLE 
watches from UPSTAGE LEFT. SCHEMING BITCH stares out at CA T from the WINGS.] 
DAN: BECAUSE IT IS MY NAME I8! 
CAT: [applauds with the TOWNSPEOPLE.] 
[Lights fade on stage. CAT gets up and moves towards the stage. DAN emerges, hugs CA T.) 
CA T: You were great. That was fantastic. Although your hands got a little tWitchy there in the 
middle l9 . 
DAN: [laughs) Yeah, they'll do that. 
CAT: So, can I go punch her in the face now? 
DAN: Probably shouldn't. Come on, let's get out of here. 
[DAN and CA T exit, passing SCHEMING BITCH and SKINNY ASSHOLE in their path. CA T 
smiles at DAN, completely ignoring THE EVILDOERS.) 
3.2: Cat is in attendance at Dan's play, sans principal escort. The play is a success, and Cat and Dan are able to get on with th eir lives. 
Jesse/Skinny Asshole continues to work towards a career in theater, despite hav:ng a face for radio. Allison /Scheming Bitch .... Who the 
hell cares about Alli son/Scheming Bitch? Cookie stagnates for some time, hut eventually rises to a management position at GameStop, 
enters a successful relat ionship, and buys a house. 
18. Possihly the most powerful line of The Crucible, John Proctor refuses to sign his name to a confession of practicing witchcraft. His 
reasoning for not signing is that it is his name, his word, and his soul. If he lies, he will be damned. He will not have his name be 
damned, even though he will he hanged if he does not submit. 
19. Everyone has their nervous twitches, Dan's just so happened to be moving his fingers when he really didn't need to. He later claimed it 
helped him to remember his lines. 
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How to Survive Your Mind in a Flood 
The computer screen's white background glares back at you as you stare into its blank 
void, your eyes focusing in and out on a smudge near the edge of the screen. You've only been 
home long enough to feed the dog dinner and consider doing some actual work. An open file on 
the computer lounges in the background of your mind, but it doesn't seem to have any bearing 
on what you're actually going to do tonight. What you'll do instead is lay on the futon as distant 
thunder rumbles through its cheap frame, pressing the same button on your keyboard to make 
the internet bring you something funny or interesting or odd, each one less important for you to 
remember than the last. You 're tired and ready for a cocoon of blankets, but you're not going to 
retreat to the bedroom until there's at least the possibility of Dan coming home within five 
minutes of you falling asleep. He's working late in the animation studio, trying to make progress 
on work he could've finished earlier if you hadn't gone out of town. There were plenty of 
opportunities to come home, but you wanted to spend some time with your parents after a 
weekend of visiting Dan 's family. 
While you enjoy seeing your mother- and father-in-law, they just don't make you as 
familiarly angry as visiting your mother. You were able to measure your stress level with her on 
the drive home, where you wanted to tell Dan to pull over and trade places. You wanted to test 
your own limits, those small lines you don't know if you're ready to cross yet, like driving too fast 
around the other angry interstate motorists. Your stress level, while high, was not at the pull-
over-let-me-drive stage yet. Instead, you smoldered in the passenger seat all the way back to 
Muncie until eventually the inevitable occurred as you let your head drop back into the seat and 
your mouth lolled open in a silent snore. 
Since Dan left, you've been messaging each other back and forth. But when the sky lights 
up a little too much, the responding growl a little too loud and close, you say goodnight. You say 
I'll see you when you get home. You say I'm probably going to go ahead and lay down. You do 
not know that sleep is still a very distant goal. 
You turn off the power strip for the internet and stereo, and everything except the 
television grows quiet and dim. Still plugged in, focused on the weather channel as red spinning 
circles pop up on the screen. Your dog, Sophie, rolls against the bureau and exhales loudly in her 
sleep. She doesn't mind the thunder or the warning that those red circles are only twelve minutes 
away from her dreams. 
31 
You slip off to the bedroom and grab some blankets out of the top of the closet, setting 
them next to the bathroom, your makeshift shelter in case of disaster. You grab candles out of the 
cupboard above the stove and put them with the blankets, aI'.d then you hear it. 
Tck-tck-tpp-tck-tpp-tpp-tpp. 
It's familiar. Something you've heard before. Something you've panicked over. Something 
bad ... 
The roof is leaking. 
Do you: 
Remember why the drip is familiar? Go to page 36. 
Cover the electronics with towels and hope for the best? Go to page 52. 
Move the electronics to the couch, out of the way of the water? Go to page 48. 
32 
You dial the number for your landlord, hoping that someone's cell phone is wired into 
the system. Unfortunately, the secretary's sugary voice answers automatically. She tells you the 
hours their office is open and thanks you for calling. You hang up before the beep, before leaving 
a name, before leaving a number, before you can tell her that this piece of shit house is falling 
apart. 
As you hang up on the voicemail recording, you notice the charge on the phone is down 
to its last bar. You plug the phone into the charger in the bedroom and return to stare at the leak 
some more. 
As you hold a towel up to the ceiling, trying to sop up some of the water before it falls, an 
oddly familiar noise from the bedroom catches your attention. 
You return to the bedroom and look at your phone, settled snugly into the middle of the 
bed. 
ONE MISSED CALL. 
You unplug the phone and retreat back to the living room, and your foot squishes as you 
walk through the hallway. As you ready yourself to scold the dog, you realize your next step 
squishes, too. And the next. And the next. 
The entire hallway is soaked. 
The house is flooding. 
If you curse this house and all its issues, Go to page 35. 
If not, Go to page 57. 
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Welcome to Holiday World's Splashin ' Safari! Try the waterslide! It's the tallest in the 
Midwest! Not a fan of waterslides? There's a kiddie-pool to your right, and a wading pool for the 
« dry-above- the-ankles" crowd just beyond the swirling, whirling, vortex of whirlpool delights! 
Waterparks aren't your thing? 
TOO BAD. 
You want King's Island? Disney World? Disney Land? This is Indiana, baby, you get this 
and Indiana Beach. 
WATER'S IN YOUR BLOOD. 
You bet a Bloody Mary would taste awful watered down, but then again you think a 
Bloody Mary would taste awful anyway, because you don't like tomato juice. 
You can't remember what's in a Bloody Mary, anyway, and you don't care. But still, 
watered down is worse than full-blooded, you at least know that. Who doesn't know that? 
Babies don't know that. 
Actually, they probably do. They can probably tell the difference between milk and 
formula. What's made with the good stuff and what's just shaken together with tap water. 
Is that out of your system? 
If it is, Go to page 37. 
If it isn't, Reread page 34. 
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Fuck this house. This piece of shit garage. This double-wide trailer trash reject. 
It should've been left as a garage, but no. Oh no, let's tack on an extra room and call it a 
cozy rental house. 
Hell, the only way you can get back to the house is by traipsing up your front neighbor's 
driveway, past one idiot's car while ignoring the pit-bulls trying to rip each other's throats out 
next door. Or, you can park in the alleyway, a two car gravel parking area carved out of the 
backyards. 
Just. For. You. 
If you ever want to walk down the alley, tread carefully. You wouldn't want to step in all 
the little presents left by the yammering yapping Yorkies down the street. Oh, sure, they actually 
have a yard for their little ankle-biters, but the bastards find the alley much more suitable. At 
least they stopped coming over to the tiny excuse for a grass patch by your house. 
By your garage. 
By your good-for-nothing hovel built only so some random woman could make money 
off the students dumb enough to rent a place this close to campus. 
Sure, it's cheap, even with electric. 
When you get the bill. You've had one electric bill in the past nine months. At first the 
landlords let you and the front house split it between yourselves, but when you thought you 
might've been getting ripped off, the landlords transferred the bill into their own name. After the 
power company finally sorted things out and stopped shutting off the power "accidentally," you 
stopped getting bills. Your landlord finally sent you a bill last month, with everything calculated 
wrong and asking you to pay triple what you actually owed. You recalculated and sent the bill 
back. 
A second invoice came, and you corrected it, too. 
The landlord accepted that one. He probably figured Gut that he wasn't going to win. 
And now, when you need him, he's nowhere to be found. 
Go to page 57. 
35 
You both settle down under the blanket, ready to turn on a movie and relax for the rest of 
the evening. Everything is unpacked, all the boxes broken down, the trash out on the curb. 
A storm is rolling over the horizon, ready to wrap its arms around and christen your new 
home. It seems like the perfect way to spend the evening after returningfrom your honeymoon. Dan 
turns on the movie as the first thunder roll shakes the house and rattles the window behind your 
head. 
With everything so fresh and new, nothing can touch you. You are content. 
The rain spatters against the window, heavy on the roof and light on your minds. You enjoy 
thunderstorms, finding them calming instead of frightening. It reassures you to think that all of the 
violence of nature can come out and blow over in a matter of hours, reminding you of how easily 
you wish your own conflicts resolved. 
You rest your head against the sofa and your eyes focus out, focus in, up above the 
television. The ceiling looks strange, slightly puffy and bloated as it glistens in the flickering 
television light. 
Glistens? 
The ceiling is dripping. You pOint it out to Dan in a frantic voice and he immediately turns 
off the television and all the electronics surrounding it. He pushes them further down the bureau, 
watching the water splash closer and closer to a short circuit. You tell him to move them. You tell 
yourself to move them. You move the electronics off the bureau and over to the futon, pausing as 
you go to see how much indoor rain you might have to endure. 
You look at the clock, trying to figure out if it's too late to call the landlord. 
It's only seven. Call. You call. No answer. Of course there's no answer, it's after five, and 
they probably gave you an office number. Call the handyman. You call. He answers, and you tell 
him about the leak. There's nothing he can do right now, but tomorrow, for sure, he'll be here to 
work on it. 
So you ride it out, and in the morning the handyman comes with plaster and a hammer to 
repair the siding. 
He tells you to call back after the next rainstorm, forecast for tomorrow. Tell him if it's 
leaking. Tell him if it stopped. Tell him if he needs to do more work or if he can go home to his 
family and forget about the job for a day. 
After the next rainstorm, you tell him it's fixed. 
Go to page 48. 
36 
last. 
You call Dan to discover new developments as you hunker down in the bathroom. 
You discover new developments, each one making you more worried and angry than the 
1. The police took Dan to a shelter, which turned out to be just a parking garage. 
2. Once taken there, the attending police officer had to go rescue someone else from 
flood waters. 
3. They left Dan and one other person there in the parking garage. 
4. The other person got a ride home soon after. 
5. Dan was left there, alone. 
6. While waiting, Dan found out that his laptop was fried in the flood waters as well. 
! 
7. A police cruiser came by, but didn't stop. Not even when Dan tried to wave them 
down. 
8. The tornado sirens went off again. 
9. Dan hunkered down next to a pole and called his parents. 
10. Not knowing if he would see them again, Dan told his parents goodbye. 
11. You called, and he told you he loved you. 
12. He told you he was scared. 
You try to reassure him, tell him everything will be okay. Tell him you love him. Tell him 
everything will be okay. Tell him your dad is coming. Tell him everything will be okay. Tell him 
everything will be okay. 
Tell him you love him. 
You say goodbye and hang up. 
You need to do something. 
If you start packing a bag, Go to page 54. 
If you panic, Go to page 42. 
If you sit and wait and try not to panic, Go to page 58. 
37 
You dial the number to Dan's cell phone, hoping there's some sort of signal able to 
penetrate the storm clouds and swaying tree limbs blurring the sky. You hold your breath as the 
line rings, impatiently tapping your fingers against the side of your thigh. The phone line rolls 
over to his voicemail, and you hang up. No point talking to a recorder, not when there's a leak. 
You close the phone and wait, stepping back into the living room to look at the water 
dri pping down the wall. 
No more patience than two seconds before, you open the phone again and dial Dan's 
number a second time. 
Still no answer. 
As you hang up on the voicemail recording, you notice the charge on the phone is down 
to its last bar. You plug the phone into the charger in the bedroom and return to stare at the leak 
some more. 
You hold a towel up to the ceiling, trying to sop up some of the water before it can snake 
out of the cracks, until an oddly familiar noise from the bedroom catches your attention. 
You return to the bedroom and look at your phone, settled sn ugly into the middle of the 
bed. 
ONE MISSED CALL 
You unplug the phone and retreat back to the living room, and your foot squishes as you 
walk through the hallway. As you ready yourself to scold the dog, you realize your next step 
sqUishes, too. And the next. And the next. 
The entire hallway is soaked. 
The house is flooding. 
If you curse this house and all its issues, Go to page 35. 
If not, Go to page 57. 
38 
You realize that calling your dad won't always be an option. You're an adult now, married 
and living on your own. You have a dog. You have a husband. You have a family. 
And your dad has a new job, one that will take him away to Nevada. 
He won't be around, next time you call for help. 
He won't be able to come and take care of you when you can't take care of yourself. 
You've got to grow up, and you've got to do it now. 
Lucky for you, Dan's parents are still within "come rescue us" distance. 
But they're not your Dad. They're not the man you call before the police, the one who 
always tells you to call if there's a problem. 
You're going to miss him when he leaves, even if eventually you and Dan will end up out 
west as well. 
There will be a time where you cannot rely on your dad, and you will have to be a grown 
up. 
Someone has to be. 
Go to page 43. 
39 
You lug Sophie in to the bathroom with you, barricading yourself in with blankets 
stacked up on the toilet. It's the driest place for them. 
You're following your parents' advice. 
1. Go to the centermost room of the house. 
2. Stay away from all windows and doors. 
3. Bring blankets with you, so you can cover yourself with them if glass breaks or the 
roof flies off or the ceiling drops in or something else unbelievably catastrophic 
happens. 
4. Stay down. 
5. Have candles ready in case of a power outage. 
6. If you ever need anything, just call Dad. 
To see where your parents' advice comes from, Go to page 44. 
Otherwise, Go to page 46. 
40 
This is the end, because you gave up. 
And I didn't. 
THE END 
41 
This isn't happening. This can't be happening. You haven't even been married a year yet, 
and you just said goodbye like it would be the last time. You can't do this. This is ridiculous. 
Would you move on if this was Dan's last night? 
Would you go and hug his mother at his funeral, crying over his last words that she 
wasn't awake enough to hear? 
Would you give up? Stop functioning and curl up into a ball? 
No. This is not some sad sack sparkly vampire romance knockoff, and you are a much 
better character than some Mary-Sue girl who waits for the world to fix her own damn problems. 
Dan is not going to die, and you are not some horrible heroine who can't function because her 
high-school boyfriend dumped her sorry ass. 
Suck it up; you're going to be fine . 
Go to page 54, you pansy. 
42 
As you begin to drift off to sleep, your mind finally starts to calm down. You allow the 
past nine hours to wash over you, wondering at the choices you've made so far. 
As you consider everything, unsure of what to do next, you are sure of at least one thing. 
Everything that has happened so far, there wasn't anything you could do to change it. 
Sometimes the world is out of your control, and there is no way to choose the "right" way 
or predict what will happen next. 
Eventually, your life will end up in the same place, where fate and the world were leading 
you in the first place. 
Looking back, did it matter if you covered the television with a towel or moved it to the 
couch? Did it matter if you put Sophie up or tried to stop the leak? Did it matter which direction 
you took? 
You ended up here, anyway, because life has only one track, no matter what path you 
eventually choose. 
The only thing left to decide is this: 
Do you: 
Pick up the pieces? Go to page 55. 
Or 
Give up? Go to page 41. 
43 
1. In the first house you lived in, the little green house on DeCamp Drive, you went to the 
hall closet. It was central, it was closed in, and there was no glass. It was filled with 
oversized coats and other soft things, like all your hidden stuffed animals and blankets 
you hardly used . In the second house, the Greenfield one nestled out in the country, you 
went to the hallway. You could shut all the doors and drag blankets against them, 
propping pillows in the corners and sitting with your mom as your dad paced in the 
living room watching the television, listening to the weather radio, and catching glimpses 
of the outside weather with every strike of lightning. 
2. The windows could bust in on you, break, spray shattered glass all over the place. You 
think of Willy Wonka and the Chocolate Factory as Charlie and his Grandpa are floating 
up toward the giant fan. "We'll be cut to ribbons!" You don't know why the word 
"ribbons" was the most suitable choice. You stay away from the windows anyway, ever 
since the house on DeCamp became a down-the-street -neighbor to a drive-by shooting 
house. You were just playing on your computer but it didn't matter because you needed 
to get away from the windows until Dad said it was alright again. 
3. The glass never broke. The roof never ripped off. The ceiling never caved in. Your world 
never fell apart in so horrific a manner. When life fell apart with your family, it was 
always the floor that went first. 
4. You stay down so that when the windows do break or when the roof does fly off, you 
might not go with it. You might not get glass in your face. You might be okay. If you stay 
down. 
5. The power will go out. It always goes out. You have candles, plenty of candles, plenty of 
flashlights, plenty of batteries, plenty of canned foods, plenty of survival. Enough survival 
for a family of five. 
6. When you were in a car accident a year and a half before, you didn't even think to call the 
police first. You called your dad. You called your dad, and your dad had to tell you to call 
the police. He had to have the level head, because you definitely didn't. But you were just 
following directions ... 
"If you need anything, just call me. Love you, sweetie." 
Go to page 46. 
44 
The sloshing of water and crunch of ice and gravel spins your head towards the door as it 
opens to an exhausted and shivering Dan. He is completely soaked, but you hug him anyway. 
You hug him like it's your only chance to hug him ever again. 
And now that your clothes are wet, too, you both strip his shirt off his aching cold 
shoulders and toss them towards the laundry. You pull off his shoes and socks, twisting the water 
out of the latter onto the puddling carpet. 
In a completely unsexy moment, you take off his pants and underwear, and he stands 
naked in the middle of the room like a drowned rat. You hand him a towel and he huddles under 
it, dabbing away at the remaining drops of water. You give him the clothes you laid out, ushering 
him into the bedroom so he can at least sit on the dry bed and put on the clothes without getting 
them wet by the floor as well. You bring in his shoes like the housewife you aren't and sit next to 
him in disbelief at the night you both have had. 
Another crunch of gravel announces the next part of your night. 
Go to page 56. 
45 
It's past 1 :00 in the morning, but you call your dad's cell phone anyway. He can help. 
He'll know what to do. 
He'll know what to do. 
He doesn't answer, but he must have woken up. 
A few minutes later, he inevitably calls back. 
Again, you don't know when you started crying. 
"Dad, the house is flooding. I don't know what to do." 
"Calm down, sweetie, are you okay?" 
"No, Daddy, the house is flooding. Dan's stuck on campus and the car's gone and I don't 
know what to do." 
"Slow down, is Dan okay?" 
"I think so, they moved him to shelter when the tornado sirens went off, but I haven't 
heard from him since then. I was going to call him again here soon." 
Your dad hands the phone off to your mom, and you tell her the same things in the same 
sobs and the same breathy pulses of words. 
"Alright, it's going to be okay. How bad is the flooding?" 
"I don't know, it's all over the floor. It's like last time with you." 
"y ou have all the cords up, everything turned off?" 
This sounds like a question your dad would ask, and he is asking, in the background, in 
between the bangs of dresser drawers as he gets dressed for a midnight excursion. 
"Yeah, Mom, everything's off." You're still sobbing into the phone, trying to control it so 
she doesn't tell you to-
"Alright, honey, it's okay. Just go get a damp washcloth, wipe off your face, take a deep 
breath, it'll all be okay." 
You try again to keep your composure. 
"Okay, I will, Mom." 
The phone gets passed back to your dad again. 
"How's Sophie doing? Is she acting like anything's wrong?" he asks. 
"No, she's just lying down. She seems alright. I think she's sleeping." 
"Okay, then you're fine. Animals know. They always know." 
Your father always had more faith in the animals' intuition than you did. When tornado 
sirens went off, you would want to gather up the cats and dogs and lug them into the hallways 
46 
with you, but he would always tell you to leave them because they would be fine and get out of 
the way when the time came. Because they knew. 
"What do we do about the flooding, Dad? We can't stay here, not without the heat on and 
the water coming in like it is." 
The phone gets passed back to your mom. 
"Your dad's getting ready to come get you, okay? He's getting his shoes on now, he 
should be there in about an hour or so." 
The phone conversation is over shortly after that, and you know you need to call Dan to 
find out what is happening with his crisis. 
Before you call, though, do you 
Think about the previous flood? Go to page 49. 
Have a moment of delirium? Go to page 34. 
Or just go ahead and call? Go to page 37. 
47 
You haul the television off the bureau and lean it against the back of the futon. The ceiling 
keeps dripping. You scoot the Internet router towards the stereo, wiping its splashed side with 
the back of your palm. On another day, you would relish the feeling of water on that dry patch of 
skin. You can never keep your hands from cracking and splitting in cold weather. On another 
day, you would be happy to have moisture trickle down the back of your hand. 
You lay down towels and more towels and more towels, anything to stop the creeping 
puddle seeping towards electric death. 
You realize you need a bucket in a bucketless house. 
A cake pan substitute, boxes of crackers covered in rags to catch the splashes as they 
careen out of the cake pan. 
Nothing else makes sense. 
More drips. 
Tupperware. 
More drips. 
Cereal bowls. 
You need help. 
Who do you call? 
If you call Dan, Go to page 38. 
If you call your landlord, Go to page 33. 
48 
It's the Saturday after your high school graduation, early in the morning. Your graduation 
party is scheduled for today, and you and your mom have been working extra hours to get the 
house cleaned up for company. You're expecting a big turnout. to be a big stop on the Drama Club 
party circuit. 
So when your Dad wakes you up at 5:30 in the morning, you 're pretty sure all those plans 
are about to be canceled. He tells you to get up, the house is flooding. 
Heavy rains have persisted all week, culminating in a night of power outages and extensive 
rain. 
You walk out into the living room, and the water is already two inches up the back door. 
The garage is your temporary swimming pool, contaminated with mouse traps and the occasional 
silverfish corpse. You go back to your room to put on pants you don't mind getting wet once you get 
down to pulling up the carpet of the living room. 
As you're shoving your legs into worn-out jeans, a dark stain creeps out from under your 
bed. Its twin emerges from the closet. You call out to your Dad, tattling on the intruders. Panicked, 
you call Dan. You tell him that the house is flooding and you don't know what to do. He doesn't 
either, especially since you just woke him up and he's not sure what's going on. 
You let him go, let him drift back to sleep in a dry house and room, and you head back out 
to the living room as an unfamiliar face enters from the back. 
Your dad tells you he heard him whimpering and pulled him out of a bush in the field next 
door. 
He's the mangiest dog you've ever seen, some kind of cross between a Miniature Pinscher 
and Chihuahua with a dash of owner abuse to top it all off Your mom calls him Moe, after one of 
the Three Stooges, just in case you keep him. Then your dad might like the name. 
You all spend the day tearing up the carpet and pulling the baseboards away from the walls, 
patting down the wet spots before they can develop mold. You scrape off the carpet padding and 
load it into Bob, your dad's old pick-up truck. He hauls it off to the dump later, and the house's 
floor remains a cold slab of stone for the rest of the time you live there. 
Go to page 37. 
49 
You tell your dad to take a right, head for the interstate. There's no way the interstate 
could be flooded, not with how it's maintained and regulated. 
You drive out to the outskirts of town, only to see police lights flashing in the distance. 
Your dad pulls the car up next to the police cruiser, and you roll down the window. 
The police cruiser is dark aside from its flashing lights. 
"Hello?" 
The car is dark. 
Your dad shouts over your shoulder. 
"Excuse me? Can we go this way?" 
You tell him that you don't think anyone is there, but as you peer into the distance, a 
shine across the road moves and reveals that water has flooded this area, too. 
Go to page 53. 
50 
You lead Sophie over to her kennel and coax her inside. 
She doesn't know what she's done wrong. 
You wish you could explain it to her, but instead just pet her head and tell her she's a 
good girl. 
She doesn't know what she's done wrong. 
That it's all okay. You fill a plate with her favorite treats and slide it into the kennel with 
her. 
She doesn't know what's wrong. 
She doesn't touch it, but just looks at you with half-Bassett eyes, still hoping to know why. 
Eventually, she lays down, still staring at you. Still wanting an explanation. No panic, no 
pressure, just sad eyes and a nose against bars. 
Now that Sophie is taken care of, do you 
Seek shelter? Go to page 40. 
Call your dad? Go to page 46. 
Have a vision of the future where you don't call your dad? Go to page 59. 
51 
The leak drips on the edge of the bureau, splashing occasionally towards the stereo and 
television. You grab some extra towels and throw them over the electronics, making sure 
everything is unplugged and out of The Drip's way. It has become more than a simple leak. It is 
an open threat. 
more. 
Just try to have a normal evening. Just try. 
I dare you. 
I DARE YOU. 
You wonder briefly about the absorbency of the towels. Just to be safe, you pile on a few 
Chewing the skin at the sides of your nails, a nervous habit you acquired when allowed to 
think too much or just let your mind wander, you stare at the drip in the ceiling, watching it 
grow and morph into a steady water fountain over your bureau. All that's missing is the half-
metal, half-plastic casing and the taste of pennies lingering on your tongue. 
As you begin to pace, mechanically putting one foot in front of the other instead of even 
considering what you're doing, the drip walks with you. It puts your foot down. It chews your 
nails. It watches out the window for Dan, wondering what is taking so long. 
Before you know what else to do, your fingers are on the phone and dialing. 
Who are you calling? 
If you call Dan, go to page 38. 
If you call your landlord, go to page 33. 
52 
You tell your Dad to head left and take the state road. It may be near the river, but there 
has to be a way out of this town. 
He starts driving, coming upon puddles stretching across the road and slowing down to a 
crawl as the car wades through them, slowly kicking up sheets of water and muck around it. 
The car does not get stuck. 
After a few turns down unfamiliar roads and detours around flooded intersections, you 
make it to the state road. You make it out of the county. 
You make it out to the next town over. 
And the next town. 
And the next town. 
Eventually, you make it to your parents' house. 
You unload the car. 
You can reflect a bit at page 39. 
Or you can just crash and reflect in the morning at puge 43. 
53 
Your dad is on his way. You need to get things ready to go, have things ready so you can 
function once you get out of this sinking boat. 
Shirts, pants, socks, underwear. Can't forget underwear. 
Your dad once forgot underwear on a trip to Florida and had to borrow some from your 
grandpa, his father-in-law. 
Awkward. You don't want that for Dan, so you pack some extra for him. 
Considering that he was in the car when it flooded, you set out some extra dry clothes for 
once he gets home. 
You keep packing. 
Homework, phone chargers, medications, blankets. 
Your parents have blankets. You don't need blankets. 
You unpack the blankets. 
Everything went better than expected. 
Go to page 45. 
54 
The car is gone, but you'll borrow your dad's stick-shift for awhile, just to get by. 
In seven months, you'll get a new car with your student loans and grant money. 
Dan will buy a new laptop within a week of losing his old one, and even though its video 
card crashes sometimes, it's not a bad laptop. 
The carpet will be cleaned within the same week. 
You'll still find mold months later, which Dan will sand off of the baseboards and your 
furniture with sandpaper and a dust mask as he shoos you out of the room. 
You won't renew your lease with these landlords, but you didn't plan to, anyway. You will 
stay in this house through graduation from college, and then you will be on to bigger and more 
interesting things. You don't know if they will be better. They will be different. 
Your life will go on. 
As a passive-aggressive way to get back at your landlord for not doing more to help, you 
go against the lease agreement and get a second pet, a kitten. 
His name is Sully. 
Dan starts getting job offers for his excellent animation work, better than what he was 
hard-at-work at on the night he was stranded on campus. You have some new fodder for your 
growing love of creative nonfiction writing. 
You both know that everything will be okay. 
You eventually hope to move into a place on a hill. 
This is not the end, because you didn't give up. 
Now, put down these pages, take a look around, and move on. 
55 
Your dad has finally arrived. 
You load everything into the car and settle Dan and Sophie into the back seat. 
You take the passenger seat in front and try to guide lOur dad out of the flooded town. He 
stops at a gas station to grab a liter-sized Diet Coke for each of you. 
Your phone rings, and you answer. 
It's the handyman of your landlord, Chris. 
"Hi, Ms. Roberts? It's Chris." 
"Hi Chris." It's really all you can manage right now. 
"Your house is flooding?" 
"Yeah, we're on our way out of town. We didn't think we could stay there tonight." 
"Are the two of you okay?" 
"Yeah, we're alright. I'm past my panicked phase, now I'm just trying to deal with this." 
"I understand. My house, we live in New Castle, our basement's flooding and I've been 
getting calls from everybody on our properties. Everybody's flooding." 
You doubt that everyone's house is flooding right now, but you don't voice this opinion. 
"I think what we can do is get someone in there to clean up the water for you, and you'll 
just need to let us know how it goes and if we need to do anything else." 
"Okay, thanks Chris. I appreciate it." 
"Y' I S C " ou re we come. tay sale. 
Your dad returns to the car as you hang up, and now you just need to figure out which 
way to go. 
If you go to the interstate, Go to page 50. 
If you go to the state road, Go to page 53. 
56 
does. 
You dial Dan's number, hoping that the signal is strong and he knows it's ringing. He 
"Dan, you've got to come home. The house is flooding, and I don't know what to do." 
You don't know when you started crying. 
"I can't," he tells you, "the car is gone." 
You don't really hear that you don't have a car. You just want Dan to come home. You 
just want someone to be here with you while the world gets washed out from under your feet. 
"What happened?" you ask automatically. 
"I tried to leave, and the car flooded. It's gone, I'm sitting in the back of a police car 
waiting for the tow truck to pull it out of the water. I don't know what to do, either." 
You both hear it at the same time: a howling in the wind that is more mechanical than 
natural. The tornado sirens are going off. 
"Shit, do you hear that? I think they're going to take us to shelter. I love you, sweetheart. 
Please stay safe." 
And suddenly you're left with the flooding house and a dog that doesn't understand 
what's going on. Your socks have soaked through. You strip them off and slip on some fresh 
while balancing on the dry insides of your tennis shoes. 
The dog looks up at you, her low-riding belly beginning to drip. The sirens are still 
wailing. 
Do you: 
Put the dog in her kennel so she can be dry? Go to page 51. 
Seek shelter? Go to page 40. 
Call your dad? Go to page 46. 
Have a vision of the future where you don't call him? Go to page 59. 
Remember why calling your dad is instinct? Go to page 44. 
57 
You will not panic. You are fine. Dan is fine. He will J.,e okay. You will be okay. Your dad 
is on his way. You will sleep in a dry house tonight. Everything will be okay. 
Do. 
Not. 
Panic. 
Breathe. 
(Cry) 
Do. 
Not. 
Panic. 
Breathe. 
(Cry) 
Go to page 54. 
58 
Dan helps you off the shower floor after you collapse. He squeezes your hand, gives you orange 
juice, makes sure you're okay. He helps you. 
You plan to call your parents and let them know about the fall, ask if something like this has ever 
happened to them. 
That night, you forget to call. You put it out of your mind. 
The next day, you go to work and tell your boss about the fall. 
The way she worries, how concerned she looks--you don't want her to worry about you, especially if 
it was just a case of low blood sugar. 
You can see your mom reacting the same way. 
You don't want her to worry. You don't want either of your parents to worry. 
Your father is already paranoid enough. You don't need to add to his burdens. 
Dan took care of you, so they don't really need to be worried by something like this. Something that 
seems so trivial a few days later. 
But Dan isn't here right now to take care of you. And you're on the verge of panicking. 
You know you can count on your Dad. Your Daddy. 
You feel like you've run out of options. 
So you call. 
Go to page 46. 
59 
57 Chevy 
Vodka, peach liqueur, orange liqueur, and pineapple juice, shaken with ice and poured 
into a cocktail glass. 
The almighty drink namers called it a "57 Chevy." 
After two, you'll think you can drive. After three, the classic will materialize before you, 
the steering wheel begging you to cruise about town. 
The waiter brought glass after glass, each one more delicious than the last. Soon Dad's 
hands spoke for him, begging for more with gestures and waves. This process continued until his 
bladder had enough, and while he stole away to the bathroom, Mom escaped to the cash register, 
paid the tab, and waited by the door. 
Bourbon Street disappeared into a grey pool of fog and water as they exited Pat O'Brien's, 
but Dad felt none of the cold rain or mist. Snippets of jazz filtered toward him, every open door 
an invitation for more decadence and debauchery. As he strolled down the street, his feather light 
legs carrying him further into the heart of New Orleans, an ugly black box loomed up out of the 
street. It blocked his path, jeering his attempts to enjoy this vacation. 
Determined to vanquish his square opponent, Dad spurred forward and kicked the box 
into the air and away from his enjoyment. Defeated, the box flew into the sky, its metallic life 
force pouring down onto the pavement, collecting in clinking heaps next to muddy puddles 
already present on the road. 
The knight in shining armor, lord of his domain, was victorious. A young serf of the land 
sprinted towards him, shouting about money and boxes. 
Dad morphed into a respectable southern gentleman who could not be bothered by a 
peddling beggar. He swept his hand towards the boy, wafting, waving, brushing him off. He 
could not be bothered with such trifling matters, as the whole of New Orleans stretched out 
before him. He sauntered on, the boy continuing to screech about racist drunks. 
60 
They finally ambled to the hotel room to get ready for dinner, where Mom sat on the bed, 
her head beginning to clear from the alcohol daze. 
"My ears are hot," she announced, rubbing her ears and pulling at them, trying to allow 
the cool air of the room to bring relief. 
"Aw, shit," said Dad, "If your ears are hot, then I'm gonna puke." 
Mom turned on the bed to stare incredulously at him. 
"No, honey, if my ears are hot, then I'm going to be sick, not you," she reassured him. 
He had already rolled off the bed and crawled to the bathroom. 
The door snapped shut behind him, and Mom soon heard the unmistakable sounds of 
retching. 
Her nausea subsided, as did her alcohol funk, and she readied herself for dinner. She 
opened the door to the bathroom, ready to tell Dad it was time to get going. Her plan changed, 
however, when she saw him curled on the floor, his head pressed to the tile, sound asleep. She 
closed the door, left the room, and enjoyed a clear and beautiful night in New Orleans. Dad 
enjoyed the clear, beautiful, and most important of all, cold tile of the bathroom floor. 
Dad never told me how many he actually tossed back, but I'm sure that night is rather 
fuzzy in his memory. Actually, Dad never mentioned it when they returned home a few days 
later. Instead, Grandma told the story with a flourish and a flick of the wrist, unnaturally 
feminine for a story involving my father, but fitting for this alter ego I had yet to meet. I stared up 
at my father from the cross-legged position I had assumed to arrange my books as roads for 
Barbie's car, wondering who everyone was laughing at. My father sat with his head in his hand, 
grinning shamefully as his memories of the night came slowly pub-crawling back to him. 
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Brat 
August 2010 
"Why does she hate me so much?" 
I'm lying under the sheets, the bar supporting the pull-out bed digging into my side. My 
older sister doesn't know I'm listening. 
"She doesn't hate you, Jessi." 
"Yes she does, Mom! You don't understand. Why else would she be acting like this? I 
could kind of understand that she'd be a little bitchy after the wedding, but she's still acting like a 
little brat! And you're not doing anything about it!" 
Something burns across my forehead and behind my eyes, but I still feel cold as I wrench 
the blankets up around my chin. My throat hardens against the repeated swallowing as I try to 
slow my breathing. I focus on the light coming through the cracks of the screen separating the 
den from the dining room, staring at the dim glow and wishing I were deaf. 
"What would you do if Derek was here? Would I still have to sleep on the couch? Would 
you put your oldest daughter out on the couch and let her have a bed?" 
"That's not how it is. If you want a bed, go and sleep in there with Daddy. I'll sleep on the 
couch." 
"I don't want you to sleep on the couch! I don't want to share a bed, either, that's not 
what this is about!" 
"Well then what is it about, Jessi? I can't seem to figure it out." 
"She's been sniping at me this whole trip, and you just look the other way! I'm sick of it." 
"Y ou've only got one more night, Jessi, and then you don 't have to deal with her anymore. 
Alright?" 
Why does she hate me so much? 
April 24, 1986 
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Name 
Jessica MeI5sa Ha~on 
Gender 1 ... -=-==.......;. 
~Ie 
Birth 
24 APR 1986 
IndianaporlS, Marion County, Indiana 
Humana Wome n's Hospital (t 10:43 a.m., Bib s. 
13oz., 21 inches lana. 
Ii O;;-,',· n A. HatDIl:Qn 
There's a baby book in the sitting room,filled to bursting with the tiniest details and 
everyday minutiae of a baby growing up. A lock of hair. Her fallen-out teeth, documented for the 
world to know. Every grand moment of Jessica Melissa Hamilton's life, up until there was no more 
room to write down what happened to her, is contained within these pages, masquerading behind 
innocent bunnies and baby animals. 
September 29,1989 
- - -- - ~ - ..--
Name 
catheme Ruth Han«on 
Gender 
~Ie 
Birth 
29 SEP 1989 
InctianaporlS, Marion County, Ind jana 
Community Hospita l East C 3:17 a.m., Bibs., 10l .. 
21 1/ 4 inches lana. 
Ii Da':,· n .:... . Hamlt:Qn 
There's a baby book in the sitting room, one my mother used to write in when she didn 't 
have a job and busied herself marveling at her new daughters' tiniest actions. A line in the first few 
pages documents the big sister's first reaction to the baby. 
"She's pretty and I love her. Can I hold her?" 
The three year old is turned down. 
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The rest of the book drops off sharply, because a five-year-old and a one-year-old leave no 
time for documentation. 
Circa 1997 
The doll smells like a cupcake, the fun-fetti kind that Mom would never buy. She's shorter 
than the Barbies, and her head is bigger, but I like her. She's one of the carefully placed toys I 
found under the tree on my seventh Christmas. 
"You're such a little brat! These are mine, and you took them!" 
It's not the first time. It's not the last time. As my sister holds her property up for me to 
see, to take note, to never touch again-I can't take it anymore. 
I threw my cupcake doll. It hit my sister in the face. I split my sister's lip. I lost my 
cupcake doll. 
I sat and cried for hours after the doll was wrenched from my chubby fingers, despairing 
at the unfair nature of the world. My sister held an ice-filled-towel to her lip, a red stain 
spreading gently across the floral print. 
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Circa 1998 
The Beanie Baby's name is Hissy. He's a wound-up, blue-green snake. He curls around 
the other Beanie Babies and provides exotic storylines to playtime. He's been washed-up on 
volcanic islands by tsunamis, taken shelter from hurricanes in the darkest jungles, and snuck past 
the most savage natives to steal the golden treasures of Mattell Island. These days, the nine year 
old has to beg the thirteen year old to play with her. These days, the nine year old makes up her 
own stories. 
"You're such a little brat! Leave me alone!" 
Hissy is also a very good projectile, especially when I can hold onto one e 
and the other will still fly out in an impressive arc of pain. I only hit her in the arm this 
time, but she still screams for Mom. I lost my Hissy. 
December 1998 
"They always side with you. Why do you always have to be such a little bitch?" 
As soon as the word leaves her mouth, my eyes widen and an evil smirk plays across my 
face. I start to giggle as she panics, and as she runs from the room, the laughter morphs into tears 
and I don't know why I'm crying other than my big sister is crying, too. She runs off to dutifully 
tell my mother that she said a bad word before I can tattle about it. The confusion bubbles 
through my throat and I can't figure out why her imminent punishment should matter, should 
make my face damp with sentiment. 
Circa 1999 
She's going to hurt me if she catches me. I'm running through the hall, racing to my 
parents' room, threatening to call the police. I hurl myself onto their bed, scrambling across to 
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the telephone, and I'm sure that the fingers clasping around my ankle mean to throttle me. I 
scream, long and loud, and she drops my foot. 
Once again, phone-Mom and phone-Dad have to tell us to go to separate rooms, calm 
down, and no, your sister is not going to kill you. 
October 2001 
I know what I'm going to say to her. Next time she lashes out, I'll use it all against her. 
Every time she's whined and moped around, every time she's felt broken or sad-everything is a 
weapon. Sure enough, we bicker over something small, and I unleash the worst I can and could 
ever do. 
"If you died tomorrow, I wouldn't care." 
The argument that night only slightly involves me. I've been ordered to apologize, sent to 
my room, but that's not enough. 
"She always gets away with everything! Did you even hear what she said! She wouldn't 
care if! died! Do you know how many times I've come home and just sat here with a knife 
wondering if I could end it all? If you all would even care?!" 
She screams it at my mom , and I hear a slap followed by a short yelp. 
"Dam mit, Jessi, you know we would care. Don't you ever say that again!" 
I hold onto my pillow and stare at the wall while my hair and cheeks dampen with slow 
rolling tears. The image of an empty plastic file tray in the principal's office at school flashes in 
my head, stamped with the word GALLAHUE. Some correlation, some kind of familiarity. 
The tray is for the Gallahue Mental Health Facility. 
And only a few summers before, my sister went to the Girl Scouts' Gallahue Horse Camp. 
I know they're not the same, but I wonder about it. I wonder if it helps people. I wonder 
why it all seems right. 
I take it all back. 
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Why does she hate me so much? 
February 2005 
My sister went to college, and I only asked for her advice once. I had made some stupid 
relationship choices, the kind that my parents would be disappointed in. The kind that my 
friends were tired of hearing. I needed that "big-sisterly-advice" I had heard so much about-my 
only hope was that it would be what I wanted to hear instead of yet another proclamation of my 
brattiness. 
And also, keep in mind that you have *all the time in the world ' for 
guys when you're in college. 'wink wink' Just kidding. There's a South 
Park quote from Chef that goes something like this: "There's a time and 
a place for everything, kids. It 's called college." Ahhhh, that's a 
good one. (I ONLY MEAN THE GOOD THINGS LIKE DYING YOUR HAIR, HAVING 
REALLY LIBERAL THOUGHTS AND PIERCING YOUR LIP. NOT DRUGS OR SEX OR 
ALCOHOL (until you're 21) OR ... OTHER BAD THI NGS?) 
Seriously though. Look at the big picture. You 're only fifteen . Silly 
girly, guys are for. .. women ... Haha. 
I didn't know what she was doing while we were both freshmen. I didn't know that her 
liberal arts school would be the gateway to freedom I never realized she didn't have. I didn't 
know my sister. 
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~jessinnY: 10/27 iIM 04:32 pm 
Ha~e you eyer." •• ----
[xl been drunk. ."._---
[xl smoked pol. 
[xl smooc~ a membOlr of the opposite sex. 
[xl made out with a member of the opposite sex. 
[xl done more things with a member of the opposite sex. ". 
[xl rcxM in a taxi. 
[xlbeen dumped. 
[xl got!en your hsrt broken. 
[ lshopt&d. [ 1 been fired. 
[xl had a job. [ 1 been in a fISt f'9 ht. 
[xl snuck out of your parent's house. .".----
r, 1...- .. _,.~-..l 
Not One To Talk. 
~--
VIeW 
Recent Entries 
Arch ive 
While she was dishing out the advice, her whole family was oblivious to everything she 
was actually doing in New York, at college, away from the prying eyes of her overbearing parents. 
June 2009 
I went to Los Angeles to see my 
sister's new apartment and be a tourist in 
Hollywood. We caught buses downtown 
and marveled at how small Robin 
Williams' hands were compared to ours 
at Grauman's Chinese Theatre. 
She introduced me to the infinite 
number of teas while we discovered I 
prefer pomegranate and jasmine over 
caramel and vanilla. Her boyfriend, 
Derek, calmed her down when she 
couldn't figure out a good place to eat 
and began to hold her head, and the 
world began to melt all around us. 
Scrunched up fingers to fit inside his 
FREAKISHLY SMALL HANDPRINT 
In my sister's end of the year blog post, she details the mundane and the profound. She 
picks up all the little details and pours them all together in one long review, but in her retelling, 
her sister never came to visit. She's been living in Los Angeles this whole time without a sister, 
and that's the way it should be. 
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Why does she hate me so much? 
September 2010 
I don't speak to my sister again after overhearing the conversation between her and Mom. 
I don't say goodbye when she leaves for the airport to fly back to California. We don't talk about 
how we potentially ruined my father's fiftieth birthday or how our family may never go back to 
Florida because of the meltdown. We don't speak for almost a month, until she calls to make sure 
I'm doing okay after my uncle's funeral. 
I don't really want to talk to her. 
I don't really want to think about why I must hate her so much. Not right now. Not when 
we're dealing with our whole family falling apart. 
But we're civil. 
And once again, things return to normal, where we tread carefully and speak softly, 
waiting for the next big eruption and then the cooldown when our family needs life to work. 
Why does she hate me so much? 
March 2011 
It's better for me to just keep reading my book, ignoring the comments and occasional 
lilts in her voice where I can hear the, "God, just let me do it, I know what we need to do and you 
don't," in her voice as we travel around Las Vegas (where she has been three times compared to 
my parents' approximate fifteen). 
She orders something mixed and either minty or fruity with every meal. 
I stick with an iced tea for most of the trip, only indulging occasionally when it's past five 
o'clock and I feel like it. 
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By the second day I'm ready for it to be the fourth day, and so is she, so she can return to 
her lovely San Francisco. 
By the third day we're all tired, and I just want to have a nice vacation with my family. 
By the fourth day I want everything to be okay. 
I tell my mom that I've been trying. I've been letting things slide. 
"You've only got one more night, Catherine, and then you don't have to deal with her 
anymore. Alright?" 
"Alright." 
By the fifth day she's gone and I want to know why she must hate me so much. 
Why does she hate me so much? 
I never knew I did. 
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throt·tle )) 
[throt-I ] ? Show IPA 
noun; verb; - tied .. - tling. 
-noun 
Full Throttle 
1. Also called throttle lever. a lever, pedal, handle, etc., for 
controlling or manipulating a throttle valve . 
2. throttle valve. 
3. the throat, gullet, or windpipe, as of a horse. 
Slam the throttle down-push it in-pedal to the metal. 
I'm not good with cars. I don't know what's really going on under the hood, and I don't 
know what's happening to make my foot's connection with the gas pedal translate into the feeling 
I get as my back compresses into the seat and I thank automakers for lumbar supports. 
All I know is I'm mOving-forward, faster, on and on, not wanting to stop, not wanting to 
slow down. Pretty soon, I'll be entering the atmosphere because my speed won't be contained by 
gravity or the earth's rotation. Isaac Newton can go suck an apple. 
The anthem to my ascent, my eventual tearing through the stratosphere, feels inevitable. 
Feels cheesy. Feels right. 
Get your motor running, head out on the highway. 
Lookin' for adventure, and whatever comes our way. 
Yeah, darlin' gonna make it happen, take the world in a love embrace. 
Fire all of your guns at once and explode into space. 
-Steppenwolf, "Born to Be Wild" 
Yeah, Steppenwolf, tell me about my heavy metal thunder. Tell me about how I can climb 
so high. Tell me about how I never want to die. Tell me all you know about throttle. 
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-verb (used with object) 
4. to stop the breath of by compressing the throat; strangle. 
5. to choke or suffocate in any way. 
6. to compress by fastening something tightly around. 
7. to silence or check as if by choking: His message was 
throttled by censorship. 
S. Machinery . 
a. to obstruct or check the flow of (a fluid), as to control 
the speed of an engine. 
b. to reduce the pressure of (a fluid) by passing it from a 
smaller area to a larqer one. 
Gasping. Struggling. Wishing your whimpers mattered. 
Take me back to August. Take me to a backyard, a house closer to downtown and farther 
from being sold at a reduced price just to get rid of the memories and preserved mistakes. 
Take me there and we'll talk about how you took my cousins to Disney World the month 
before, how much fun you all had at the pool. Take me there and we'll talk about your new job 
search, how you lost your old one because of a misunderstanding. 
Take me there and I'll turn your friend away, tell him that it's my turn to visit. 
Take me there and he'll leave, he'll leave and let an uncle catch up with his niece. 
I'm not there. 
We don't talk about the trip, the job, the pool, your life. 
Your friend comes in, and you put the dog inside so he won't bother you both as you chat 
in the backyard. 
I'm not there, so I don't know why his hands find your throat. I haven't been there, so I 
don't know why they try to crush and push and slam the air out of you, forget about the pool, the 
job, the trip, the daughters, the life, the family. 
I imagine leaves on the ground, and a stack of wood by the house that you planned to use 
to build a deck. I imagine the dog peering out the screen door and booming his Rottweiler bark 
as your eyes turned bloodshot and the neighbors called the police. 
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They responded, and you lived for two days with only some cuts and scrapes until you 
complained of a headache, and your mother called the hospital as you collapsed in her driveway. 
-Idiom 
9. at full throttle, at maximum speed, 
They responded, and you lived for a week and a half with a tube in your throat and the 
back of your skull pulled away to relieve some of the pressure-a side effect of a lack of oxygen to 
the brain, causing a stroke, causing eventual death. 
If there was ever a man who was living his life with the throttle all the way down, all the 
way in, I knew you. 
You told me you were gay, and in the same sentence said that if a nice pair of tits walked 
by you wouldn't ignore them. You bought an SUV, a Rottweiler named Oscar, a gun that you 
openly carried around on your hip. You bought a house, took care of your two little girls, poked 
fun at your brother and sister. Got divorced, not because you were gay, but because she was. Rose 
to management at the Crowne Plaza Hotel, still took care of your two little girls. 
Had a friend who wasn't a friend at all, and left us all lurching forward as we pushed the 
throttle further and wished we didn't have to stop for the flashing lights of a barricade because 
there's no more road ahead. 
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This is not the hand. 
This is Not 
This hand is a reluctant pacifist. 
When it is angry, this hand knows what it 
wants to do-but when the time comes, this 
hand stops. It shies away. In times of need, 
it disappoints. 
This is my hand. 
This is not the hand that killed my uncle. 
.. , In iv!enwr:lJ q( 
Alan David Trobe 
May 26, 1967 - September 3, 2010 
Alan David Troce. Proud Father of Samantha and Emily passed away on Sept. 3. 
2010. He was a good man whose time ended before we were ready. He leaves 
oehlnd his loving parents- Alan and Ruth Ann. devoted sisters- Dawn and Kim. 
dear brothers- Adam and Rod. seyeral nieces and nephews along with other lo\llng 
family members. Including his daughters. who he adored. Alan learned the hotel 
Industry while In the employ of Durbln's JunCtion at the Indianapolis Marriott. a time 
he cherished and carried with him in his joumey. He had many friends and touched 
man)' lives. "Brother" will be missed and we will miss lo\llng him. Memor1al 
vlsHatlon will be Saturday. September 11. 2-8 pm at Feeney-Hornak Shadel and 
~tor1uary. Contrtoutlon may be made to Riley Chlldren's Hospttal or to donors 
favorite charity. Condolences may be made to www.feeneyhomakshadeland.com 
The picture they chose for his obituary was taken at my wedding. Nobody knew how to 
handle all the overwhelming details and logistics for the ceremony, especially since no one in 
attendance had actually been a part of a traditional ceremony in the past decade. 
My uncle, though, he knew. That hotel industry he learned from Durbin's Junction and 
the Indianapolis Marriott came with some wedding territory, too. As I stared down at the 
wedding party, trying to figure out just where my cousins would stand and how everyone would 
walk down the aisle, I could see him smirking, eyeing me, waiting for me to realize and ask. 
I think all I managed to say was "Oh." 
He knew everything we didn't-who should come in first, where they should stand, what 
responsibilities they had. I felt silly for not thinking of him sooner, for not asking him to help me 
plan this day that was so important to me. 
Three days after the wedding, he turned 43. I sent him a happy birthday note on 
Facebook. 
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It was the last message I sent to him. 
You and Alan Trobe 
Facebook friends since October 2008 
WlIlI Posts 
Shan- ~ Post IliJ Photo !D link ~ Video 
·.;,'r i t~ something 
Alan Trobe Cat Robert. 
Thank you .... , you just have fun on your honeymoon! !' Ii 
love ~ both,,,,, 
Unde AI 
Cat Robert. Alan Trobe 
Happy birthday ! Hopefully we~ be able to see you soonl 
l ir e '- )"Vll~nt 
See All 
This is a two-by-four block of Reclaimed Western Red Cedar. 
This is not my uncle's two-by-four. 
I have never seen the real one. 
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After the fight, we found out information piece by piece, building the story behind it ali, 
trying to find some structure in the chaos. He was in a fight. A fight with a friend. The friend 
came up behind him and swung a two-by-four into his head. When my uncle was on the ground, 
the friend's hands found his throat, tried to choke him, succeeded-to a point. 
The story gets fuzzy from here on out. He was strangled long enough to deprive his brain 
of oxygen, to create conditions for a stroke. 
Causes of hemorrhagic stroke 
A h e ~c rThagic strC",8 is caused by bleeding inside the brain (called intracerebral 
hemorrhage) or bleeding in the space around the brain (called subarachnoid 
hemorrhage). Bleeding inside the brain may be a result of long-standing hi gh ~'Ic c d 
:xessule. Bleeding in the space around the brain may be caused by a ruptured 
311 8l1l,/S ~ or uncontrolled high blood pressure. 
Other causes of hemorrhagic stroke are less common but include: 
Inflammation in the blood vessels . which may develop from conditions such as 
s~'-:)h r l i s. LY~'e disease. '·:asculrt rs. or tU:lerculcs is. 
Blood-clotting disorders. such as he ~e :)hilia . 
Heac! ~r nee "\l!rie s that resul t rr DC! " age te Jlccd , >?sse ls in the head cr ne e < 
Raaiatrcn treatment for cancel' in the neck or brain . 
Cerebral amyloid angiopathy (a degenerative blood vessel disorder). 
Seven months after my uncle's death, I told my mother I wanted to write about him. I 
told her I was writing about him. She didn't ask why, and I didn't say. It was understood. 
What answer could I give her? That I feel like I need to do this? That I don't think I 
grieved enough? That maybe, just maybe, I can absorb some of the grief that seeps through our 
family, filling the holes left gaping when he died? 
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She gave me a letter he wrote to my Great Grandma, and when she hurried off to take a 
shower before we met other family members for lunch, I scanned it onto my computer. 
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I tried to scan it. 
When the image icon popped up on my computer, it was way too small to be the whole 
letter. I tensed up. Only a few lines of text had scanned. 
Oh God, what is this going to say? 
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. \ \ ~ - . " 
There is no reason that this portion of the letter should have scanned and nothing else. 
I showed my mom the portion, and she asked me to print off two copies. I gave one to 
her, and the other I revealed to my grandma as we drove up to have lunch with my brother. She 
stared at it and started to cry, pointed out that it was seven months to the day since he was gone. 
How he really did leave us at the end oflast August. How the letter's recipient, Grandma Edie, 
was gone from us, too-and the two year anniversary of her passing was only two days away. 
We're all fine up here. 
Three things that should never be broken: 
Hearts 
Promises 
And 
Friendships 
This is not the truth. My uncle wrote this at some undetermined time, with some 
undetermined person in mind as the subject. Since then, my family has looked at this writing and 
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scoffed. 'Hearts and promises' have earned their place on this list, but there is good reason for the 
gap of uncertainty and thought before 'friendships .' This is not-this cannot-this is not the 
truth. 
I went searching for the man my uncle considered a friend, the man we saw as a fraud. I 
knew where I could find him, find some information about him. The file labeled "Inmate Profile" 
openly mocked me from my mother's desktop. 
That was where I would find him. 
I thought that maybe if I looked at the file, maybe I could find out why he felt the need to . 
strangle my uncle. I thought that maybe ifI looked at the file, I could understand who this person 
was. Why they did this. I thought that maybe I could glimpse the mind of a man I knew nothing 
about, and in some weird way, it might provide me some insight to the uncle I should've known 
more. 
I>lnmate Profile 
JIll 
P00616579 
Last Name 
Knight 
I>Case 
Booking # 
1040130 
FintName 
Michael 
!>Case' CueID 
10065786 
BODd AmouDtffype 
Facility CeDBlock 
Middle Iaibal 
Court 
F15 
Case Custody Status 
CourtDale 
10 .. '25:2010 
$11000 XC RELEASED - OWN RECOGNIZANCE 
Court Time 
09:00 
Charge 
STRANGULA nON 
BATIERY W/TNJURY MA 
Level 
FD 
MA 80 
The identification numbers meant nothing. The codes, the words, they all melted into the 
background. I knew his name. 
Before I finished reading the whole profile, I was typing "Michael Knight Indianapolis" 
into Google. 
None of the matches were relevant. 
I went more general. I typed in "Michael Knight." 
Goddammit, 80s television. 
Michael Knight (Knight Rider) - Wiklpedia , the free encyclopedia 
Michael Knight is a fictional character and protagonist in the 1980s Knight ... 
Michael Long Michael Knight References External links 
~q .1- 1 -,,, ,/.0 )1;; '. 1 r,1i hae 1_ KI1 ight_d nigh lo ",r ' l: ac h",(1 3, ~- 131 
+ -;'1'1 ~ "JI ~ r~ ;,,,1,, r : -- .1 1: :- 11 ~ }fI':: 
Videos for Michael Knight - ~ e;::.) Id,~ ; 
Curren$y- Michael Knight 
officIal video 
. " 
This is not the man who killed my uncle. 
He's not here. 
Ii 
MICHAEL KNIGHT '., 
This man doesn't exist outside of the inmate profile. That or he's beaten me, and I can't 
let him beat me. 
I can't let him beat me. 
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I read through the rest of the profile, and I'm stuck. His bond was eleven thousand 
dollars .. . and he was released? 
What the hell is recognizance? 
Release on Own Personal Recognizance 
Ajudge may also choose to release a suspect on his own recognizance, meaning that he is responsible 
fur showing up fur court dates and does not have to pay bail. Personal recognizance is usually only 
allowed when the charge involves a relatively minor. nonviolent crime and if the defendant is not considered 
a danger to anyone else or a flight risk - meaning that it's highly unlikely that the person will flee and not 
appear fur his or her court date. 
And while I become infuriated that the courts didn't consider him a danger, I realize why 
they didn't. 
My uncle was already dead. 
My journey has not completely revealed itself to me yet. First to pursue justice 
for my brother. Possibly along the way changing the law so that those who are 
evil can not get away with their deeds so easily. Secondly to bring knowledge to 
others so that they know the loop holes in the law. Thirdly and most 
importantly to love my family and try to somehow get back to as close to 
normal life as we can. To do otherwise would only allow the evil to win. I refuse 
to do that. 
This is not my vow. My mother's journey is not yet fully revealed. She has joined together 
with other families, other sisters, other friends who've lost loved ones. They meet and try to 
console each other, try to make life right again by understanding. 
My mother's journey refuses to let the evil win. She refuses to be beaten. She vows to 
make our lives as close to normal as they can be. She cannot let him beat her. 
82 
I wish I had her resolve. I wish I had the courage to track him down in places other than 
Google. 
She wishes she could be as brave as me and confront the situations as they arise. 
I wish I could show her that I cannot. 
This is not my fight. 
This is not my fight yet. 
This will be the hand. 
£\3 
On Waking 
1. This process was supposed to teach me something worth learning. About me. About life. I 
was supposed to come out of this experience changed, in some way better for having lived 
through my own life. 
2. It seems almost pOintless to live the moments I have already conquered. I find myself 
asking what more can I learn from these choices and spaces between decisions, and I 
cannot find an answer that satisfies me. 
3. I cannot yet tell if I am overwhelmed by what I have discovered or disappointed that it is 
all that I have. I still wonder what differences in my path would be allowed if I were 
mentally unstable. 
4. I still don't have all the answers . I know I never will, but it was nice to try for just a little 
while. I may not ever be satisfied by what I do discover about myself, but I know that I 
can make those discoveries. 
5. I do not want anyone else to poke around in my head to find out what is wrong with me. I 
have already seen what they are looking for, and it is a private matter. 
6. Yet here I am, laying out these private matters for the world. The world does not care, but 
I am still going to pretend it does. I am still going to pretend I can make some adjustment 
to the world around me. I am still going to pretend I matter. 
7. I will not fit into the crowd because it is not something I actually want to do. 
8. Absurdity is easier, in the end. It gives us a way out without waiting around for 
everything else to catch up and make sense. 
9. We can always count on the absurd to not make sense. It is the most stable idea I have 
discovered. I can count on the absurd to make a path I can follow, knowing exactly what 
to expect. 
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10. I've never thought the right path was the easy path, though. J still will not lie in a game of 
Bullshit ifJ can help it. I will still choose the path of good over evil when I am in total 
control. I will choose what is right, because it is what I was taught. 
11. I can believe in whatever I want to, whatever teachings I choose. I can do this because, 
when you break everything down to its bare simple parts, I am the one in control. I am 
the one with the microscope. I have the tweezers. I'm pulling the wings off the fly. I'm 
keeping it here, because this makes sense. 
85 
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